mmm!S^!'P>"-'BnmEs 


3  3433  07997834  fi 


^h 


»-p;<.>^"."->-i 


fl^'i'^^cf 


'  V  K 


/  ;■  ' 


■J 


t 


NEW  YORK  PllBUC, LIBRARY, 
Circulating  Department. 


Webster  Branch, 
538  East  76th  Street. 


Any  resident  of  the  city  of  New  York,  over 
ten  years  of  age,  bringing  proper  reference, 
may  take  out  a  book. 

Two  volumes  (only  one  of  fiction)  ^nd  in  add- 
ition one  current  magazine  can  be  had  at  a  time 
for  home  use,  and  these  must  always  be  returned 
with  the  applicant's  library  card  within  such 
hours  as  the  rules  prescribe. 

No  book  shall  be  kept  out  more  than  two 
weeks — and  some  are  limited  to  one  week. 
Current  magazines  may  be  kept  only  three  days 
For  books  kept  over  time  a  fine  of  one  cent  for 
each  day  is  incurred.  Books  not  returned  will 
be  sent  for  at  THE  COST  OF  THE  BORROWER, 
who  can  not  take  another  book  until  all  charges 
are  paid. 

Any  two-week  book  except  such  as  are 
marked  "not  renewable"  may  be  renewed  ONCE 
for  an  additional  two  weeks,  if  application  is 
made. 

The  library  hours,  for  the  delivery  and  return 
of  books,  are  from  9  A.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  on  week 
days. 

J^^  Borrowers   finding   this   book    pencil- 
marked,  written  upon,  mutilated  or  unwarrant- 
ably defaced,  are  expected  to  report  it  to  the 
librarian. 


Keep  this  book  Clean. 
Do  not  turn  down  the  leav 


1?r 


WEBSTER  .  FHEE  •  LIBRABY, 

Foot  76th  Street.  E.  R. 


Sk^f, 


Tti 


WAITING  HOURS 


.a 


.^^^ 


.o^ 


T/ie  Hungry^  and  Weary,  antp^  Thirsty 
^  ill  the  Wilderness,         ^^^ 


.  '  . '.   ,"RX  '"  ■'    '  ', ' 

A'NN4.;£'HIPTbK;\';\' ;':',,'■ 

AUTHOR    OF    "'THe'^EC.RET   OF   THE   LORD,"    "THE   LOST 
BLESSINS,"   "TEhL   JESUS,"    "  ASKED    OF    GpD," 
.     ETC.,   ETC. 


NEW   YORK: 
PUBLISHED   BY  T.   Y.   CROWELL, 

744   BROADWAY. 


\t 


To 


i 


'      Ll-^c 


xVC 


Q/'      .?Sv^  c'^S^ 


,1''     -«    ^ 


V 


%. 


IkL    --.x^ 


.^vft5. 


c?' 


o^' 


ofJ^ 


.^^ji;t;o^:.^. 


r  ;;..,,■ 


ogf¥i$K¥.0^ 


& 


Waiting  for  the  Set  Time,*.," '       .        s 


.        CHAPTER    n. 
Waiting  for  Daily  Guidance,      . 

■  ci4^jE^  in. 

Waiting  and  Watching; .   .;      ,;...' 


4S 


87 


CHAPTER  lY. 


Waiting  for  Service, 


U4 


Q-  CHAPTER    V. 

CD 

Cj       Waiting  after  Failure, 

Q  CHAPTER   VI. 

p       Waiting  for  Deliverance,    . 


CO 

e= 

2 


•         * 


150 


17a 


WAITING,  HOURS. 


.   CHAPTER  I. 

WAITING  FOR   THE   SET   TIME.     ^ 

)ATCHi^ULKESS,  waiting,  and  prayer 
are  the  s?di*ct  of  service.  S'born  'of 
these,  the  athletic  kerVant  will'-cev^se-'to  be  a 
terror  to  the  enemies  of  Israel.  ^He  will  lose 
his  spiritual  discernment  and  the  strength 
which  wrought  marvelous  works  in  the  name 
of  the  Lord,  and  become  a  mark  of  derision 
to  his  foes. 

Those  who  have  already  learned  to  wait, 
and  know  the  rich  blessing  attendant  on 
suffering  God's  will  rather  than  doing  their 
own,  will  not  only  have  gathered  instruction 
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from  the  inexhaustible  source  of  the  Word 
of  God,  which  the  Holy  Spirit  unfolds  to 
them  that  wait  upon  him,  but  will  have 
already  brought  that  knowledge  into  practi- 
cal use.  The  great  cloud  of  witnesses  had 
every  one  to  consider  Ms  ways,  and  prove 
for  thems'elycs  that; 'the  .God  of  the  hills  is 
the.  Gc/d^'o.f  the  yallfe'jjs'; /e.viQp  so  we  must  do. 
.  S'licV  h.*ave  not  fouiitV.\the  desert  a  dry 
land  ;  for  fresh  springs  *o*f  water  and  manna 
from  heaven  proclaimed  'Jehovah,  who  had 
•calLecr.them  to  follow  hin;*.  '.'.Th^y  beheld  the 
pdVop  "and  goodness  of,hiiTi*.*who  manifested 
hii3]f§ei,€'..Jto.  them  ^iu'  nr^\^,Vand  unexpected 
ways,. aii*4«' this  prepai^dd-fh^m  to  believe  that 
the  Lord''^]^©  ha4'i'ed  them  in  the  desert, 
and  delivered  them  from  their  oppressors, 
was  well  able  to  defend  them  in  all  future 
conflicts  ;  for  the  battle  was  not  theirs,  but 
God's. 

There  are  others  oftentimes  in  amazement 
at  these  desert  lessons,  which  the  same 
heavenly  Teacher  is  ready  to  unfold  to  each 
separate  understanding,  as  wondrous  in  their 
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originality  as  the  first  revelation  of  life  and 
light  to  the  soul  dead  in  trespasses  and  sins. 
With  them  I  desire  to  share  these  waiting 
hours,  even  with  "  the  people  who  are  hun- 
gry, and  weary,  and  thirsty  in  the  wilder- 
ness." 

To  separate  the  Lord  of  glory  from  daily 
life  is  one  of  the  subtle  endeavors  of  the 
Antichrist.  It  is  easier  to  the  carnal  mind 
to  engage  in  the  ritualism  of  external  religion 
than  to  abandon  the  will,  and  to  cherish  the 
childlike  simplicity  which  places  Christ  as 
the  object  of  hfe  and  service. 

There  is  the  natural  popery  of  the  mind ; 
there  is  the  sentimentalism  which,  if  not  so 
evident,  is  as  much  to  be  dreaded ;  and 
there  are  the  philosophical  deductions  of 
men  of  shallow  minds  (miscalled  great), 
who  suppose  that  they  can  account  by 
natural  causes  for  all  the  supernatural  works 
of  the  Godhead,  past  and  present.  This  is 
the  groundwork  of  the  infidelity  that  walks 
unblushing  in  the  midst  of  darkness,  called 
"hght  of  intellectual  progress."  It  is  sim- 
ply the  denial  of  Jesus  Christ. 
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Nay,  there  are  those  that  are  saved  who 
are  yet  slack  in  appropriating  to  themselves 
the  power  that  Jesus  bestows  on  all  who 
believe  in  him  ;  so  that  each  day  of  formal 
service  runs  in  a  groove,  without  life  or 
interest,  and  becomes  a  task,  unless  some 
emotional  sermon  or  personal  affliction  arouse 
the  blunted  faculty  of  seeking  the  way  they 
shall  walk  and  the  thing  they  shall  do. 
Ceasing  to  seek  his  presence  as  a  necessity 
of  Hfe,  they  cease  to  trace  his  deahngs ; 
therefore  they  show  forth  nothing  of  liis 
loving  kindness  in  the  morning,  and  tell 
nothing  of  his  faithfulness  in  the  night. 

Conversion  is  the  revelation  of  Jesus  to 
the  soul,  differing  in  form  and  manner  with 
each  individual,  but  in  all  cases  wrought  by 
the  same  Spirit.  God  does  not  repeat  him- ' 
seK  in  the  kingdom  of  grace,  any  more  than 
in  the  wide  field  of  nature,  which  displays 
the  skill,  and  power,  and  wisdom  of  him 
who  designed  this  fair  and  wondrous  world. 
JEtna,  with  its  snows  hiding  the  crater 
which  slumbers  beneath,  ready  to  des'troy, 
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has  its  zones  of  rich  and  fertile  woodlandg 
and  troi-)ical  plants,  its  cascades  of  spai^kling 
fountains,  and  its  lichens  and  mosses  of 
every  form  and  hue  ;  but  ^tna  in  all  its- 
marvellous  variety  is  not  the  whole  of 
natui-e  ;  it  has  not  the  life  of  the  graceful 
green  lizard,  charmed  with  a  song  ;  nor  of 
the  chameleon,  which  reflects  the  hue  of  the 
crimson  cactus  above  him,  or  the  purple  rock 
beneath  him. 

But,  wonderful  as  is  the  kingdom  of 
nature,  the  kingdom  of  grace  is  yet  more 
infinite  in  its  variety.  The  naturalist  may 
lose  his  natural  sight,  and  the  book  he  loved 
to  con  is  closed  for  him  ;  but  though  the 
Christian  lose  the  sight  of  his  natural  eye, 
he  may  see  yet  more  distinctly  the  marvels 
in  the  kingdom  of  grace.  There  are  many 
lilies  of  varied  form  and  hue  in  many 
countries  an^  many  cHmes,  but  all  are 
lilies  ;  we  recognize  them  by  their  root  and 
blossom,  alike  though  unlike.  The  life  that 
produces  the  vine-branches  is  the  same  that 
brings  forth  the  fruit.     Every  cluster  has  its- 
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own  form  and  size,  differing  one  from 
another,  but  still  for  every  frnit-bearing 
branch  it  is  the  same  Lord  over  all  and  in 
all.  Nay,  every  leaf  and  every  blossom  of 
the  tree  has  an  individuality  of  its  own  ;  and 
it  is  this  hfe  in  the  Spirit  which  alone  gives 
a,  power  and  freshness  to  Hfe  and  service, 
and  opens  the  understanding  to  behold  him 
and  know  him,  for  which  purpose  our  eyes 
have  been  opened. 

Had  Jesus  manifested  himself  as  in  the 
Shechinah  of  the  tabernacle  Avorship,  when 
he  joined  the  disciples  on  their  walk  to  Em- 
maus,  or  when  he  ajDpeared  in  the  morning 
twilight  watch  on  the  shore  of  the  lake  of 
Galilee,  then  might  the  little  band  at  once 
have  hailed  liim  as  "  the  Christ,  the  Son  of" 
the  living  God,"  whom  Peter  had  so  lately 
affirmed  that  he  knew,  (Matt.  xvi.  16) ;  but 
the  kingdom  of  God  cometh  not  with  obser- 
vation, or,  as  the  marginal  reading  more  fully 
renders  it,  "with  outward  show."  Luke 
xvii.  20.  It  was  not  as  an  apparition  of 
wonder  and  beauty  that  Jesus  had  called  his 
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disciples,  and  taught  them.  The  Scriptures 
that  he  had  expounded  to  them  procLaimed 
him  as  the  One  who  shoukl  "grow  up  as  a 
tender  plant,  and  as  a  root  out  of  a  dry 
ground.  He  hath  no  form  nor  comeliness," 
and  "  no  beauty  that  we  should  desire  him." 
He  comes  to  his  disciples  as  the  Son  of  man 
who  had  dwelt  among  them ;  as  the  Man  of 
Sorrows  who  had  taken  upon  himself  their 
sins,  sufferings,  and  infirmities,  and  the 
Lamb  of  God  who  had  lately  died  for  them ; 
and  as  such  he  comes  to  bless  them,  and 
teach  them  another  lesson  of  faith  in  him 
and  of  his  love  to  them. 

He  was  recognized  in  his  resu.rrection-life, 
as  he  had  been  previously  known  by  his  love 
and  care  of  those  who  seemed  to  be  forsfet- 
ting  him.  The  same  power  that  could  draw 
the  shoal  of  fishes  to  the  empty  net  pro- 
claimed at  once  ^vlio  was  watching  over  the 
toiling  men.  "  It  is  the  Lord,"  pronounced 
by  the  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved,  revealed 
him  to  those  less  sensitive  to  liis  presence, 
and  made  known  the  cause  of  their  immedi- 
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ate  success  ;  while  the  refreshment  provided 
for  them  tells  the  same  sweet  story  of  his 
unchanged  love. 

Had  he,  previously  to  his  death,  instituted 
an}^  ceremonial  rites  or  sacrifices,  by  which 
alone  they  should  always  approach  him,  per- 
haps they  would  have  been  occupied  with 
them ;  for  nature  loves  objects  of  sense. 
But  he  comes  to  them  as  Master,  and  Kins- 
man, and  Lord,  and  Friend  —  He  bids  Mary 
"  Go  to  my  brethren"  —  and  at  once  shows 
the  position  he  willed  to  occupy  in  the  heart 
and  life,  and  familiar  occupations  of  those 
whom  he  had  separated  to  himself. 

How  often  is  it  thus  !  We  have  toiled  in 
vain.  We  have  been  forgetful  of  the  Mas- 
ter. We  have  thought  much  of  our  work, 
but  little  of  Him  —  our  thoughts  engrossed 
with  the  labor ;  and  he  is  standing  by  all  the 
time ;  yet  not  a  glance  has  been  thrown  in 
that  direction,  where  Jesus,  in  love  and 
power,  like  a  pillar  of  hght,  is  waiting  to 
help  and  bless. 

Some  sudden  and  unexpected  success,  like 


WAITING  FOR   THE   SET   TESIE.  13 

the  shoal  of  fishes  arousing  the  fishermen  of 
the  lake,  some  rising  emotion  in  our  wander- 
ing heart,  interprets  who  is  near ;  and  we 
discover  the  cause  of  our  lack  of  blessing,  in 
our  forgetfulness  of  him  and  all  he  has  told 
us. 

The  night-dews  have  chilled  our  hearts; 
our  hands  are  weary  with  hope  deferred ; 
but  now  the  bosom  heaves  with  a  sense  of 
something  needed  more  than  success  —  to 
see  Him  whose  hand  alone  can  bless.  Per- 
haps some  cherished  friend  by  our  side  has 
caught  the  first  glimpse  of  the  day  on  the 
hill-top  wliile  we  are  gazing  down  into  the 
valley,  and  through  the  twihght  feels  rather 
than  sees,  "  It  is  the  Lord." 

Every  appearance  recorded  of  the  Son  of 
God,  Son  of  man,  teaches  us  his  adaptation 
to  our  every  need  to-day.  When  he  joins 
Cleopas  and  his  companion  in  their  journey, 
it  is  as  a  traveler,  and  as  such  they  receive 
him.  He  is  made  known  to  them,  not  in 
any  supernatural  display  of  glory  but  in  the 
simple  yet  expressive  act  of  the  breaking  of 
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bread  ;  and  their  hearts  burned  within  them 
as  he  communed  with  them,  and  opened 
their  understandings,  that  they  might  un- 
derstand from  the  Scriptures  that  all  things 
were  accomplished  that  he  had  told  them 
before  he  suffered. 

He  does  not  upbraid  them  for  forsaking 
him,  but  for  their  unbelief  and  hardness  of 
heart,  in  neither  Avatching  for  him  nor  ex- 
pecting him,  and  thus  suffering  loss. 

Assuredly,  as  we  look  for  him  in  our  twi- 
light watch,  and  expect  him  on  our  way, 
whether  that  way  be  in  a  solitary  journey, 
or  in  the  toil  and  din  of  the  crowded  city, 
we  shall  learn  that  he  is  near  us  to  reveal 
himself  to  us,  if  we  are  in  the  position  for 
*  that  revelation.  "  The  meek  will  he  guide 
in  judgment,  and  the  meek  will  he  teach  his 
way."     Psalm  xxv.  9. 

Day  by  day  is  our  bread  from  heaven; 
hour  by  hour  the  shepherd  goeth  before.  If 
waiting  hours  with  Jesus  or  for  Jesus  are 
anxious  hours  or  impatient  hours,  it  is  that 
our  confidence  in  him  fails,  and  the  test  of 
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our  patience  proves  that  we  have  not  recog- 
nized him.  For  example :  if  we  could  dis- 
cern tlie  termination  of  our  wilderness- 
journey,  and  knew  how  every  event  would 
transpire,  what  then  ?  Our  thoughts  would 
be  engaged  on  the  event,  and  not  on  Jesus. 
Or,  supposing  that  he  left  to  us  the  affairs 
of  the  journey,  and  promised  only  that  we 
should  see  him  at  its  termination,  what 
wrong  steps  and  fooHsh  mistakes  we  should 
make !  ''  In  your  patience  possess  ye  your 
souls."  The  second  step  is  as  important  in 
any  position  as  the  first ;  and  they  who 
would  see  Jesus,  and  understand  his  mind  as 
he  unfolds  it,  will  have  to  stand  alone  upon 
their  watch-tower,  and  meekly  learn  what 
God  the  Lord  saith. 

In  the  autumn  of  the  year  I  was  disabled 
by  an  accident  and  increasing  lameness  from 
continuing  my  journey  from  the  German 
baths  to  the  death-bed  of  a  beloved  friend, 
now  with  Jesus.  Often  I  was  cheered  with 
the  hope  that  she  would  yet'  be  spared 
awhile  to  us,  and  that  it  would  be  granted 
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me  to  hear  once  more  her  sweet  voice  tell  of 
the  hope  that  fadeth  not,  and  see  that  lovely 
face  before  we  should  meet  in  the  glory. 
Day  by  day  I  waited  for  strength  for  my 
body  and  Ught  on  my  path,  sometimes  think- 
ing I  must  set  forth  on  my  journey  at  any 
cost,  and  then  being  compelled  to  rehnquish 
it  from  overwhelming  exhaustion. 

When  the  time  seemed  fully  come  to  fol- 
low out  my  desire,  the  Lord  prepared  me 
to  resign  it.  On  the  dawn  of  the  morning 
previous  to  her  decease,  I  knew  that  the 
angels  had  gone  forth  to  carry  the  treasure 
of  many  hearts  to  the  resting-place  of  the 
saints.  But  of  this  I  have  not  now  to 
speak. 

As  often  as  I  made  suppHcation  that  the 
Lord  would  enable  me  to  undertake  the 
journey,  the  answer  came  clearly  and  un- 
mistakably, "  To  the  Hving,  not  to  the 
dead." 

Three  days  went  by,  and,  judging  by  all  I 
knew  and  felt  when  in  communion  with  the 
Lord  on  the  matter,  it  was   clear  that  she 
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wLoin  I  loved  was  no  longer  on  earth.  But 
no  letter  came  to  assure  me  of  it,  although 
it  had  been  promised  me ;  therefore  I  was  left 
to  walk  by  interior  light,  and  lean  alone  on^ 
the  word  of  the  living  God. 

It  was  singular,  believing  what  I  did,  that 
when  I  had  recovered  sufficiently  to  ti^avel, 
after  all  my  mind  was  led  in  the  same  direc- 
tion, to  undertake  the  same  long,  toilsome 
journey,  to  a  spot  I  had  once  ardently  de- 
sired to  reach,  but  which  had  now  lost  all 
interest  for  me. 

Often  the  tempter  came  in  subtle  guise : 
"  Spare  thyself;  "  often  bringing  suggestions 
of  other  places  more  suitable  for  a  winter 
shelter.  I  questioned  within  myseK,  "  Is  it 
possible  that  these  days  and  nights  of 
watching,  and  waiting,  and  prayer,  are  fol- 
lowed by  my  being  given  over  to  the  artful 
snare  of  the  adversary?  Am  I  to  undertake 
the  same  journey  with  the  ultimate  purpose 
in  view  which  first  drew  my  attention  to 
it?" 

Nay  I     The  ultimate  purpose  of  any  lead* 
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ing  or  act  is  loiown  only  to  Him  who  can 
"keep  thy  foot  from  being  taKen."  For  "a 
man's  goings  are  of  the  Lord;  how,  then, 
can  a  man  understand  his  own  way?" 
Prov.  XX.  24. 

While  I  distrusted  the  light  I  had  re- 
ceived, I  combated  the  striving  of  the  Spirit, 
and  became  perplexed  and  sad-hearted.  But 
in  my  inmost  soul  I  desired  to  do  the  will  of 
my  Father  which  is  in  heaven.  I  cast  my- 
self helplessly  on  him  to  do  for  me,  and  in 
me,  what  was  needed  for  all  he  required  of 
me.  Each  fresh  application  to  the  throne  of 
grace  and  the  Word  of  God  strengthened  my 
faith.  "  For  the  seeing  eye  and  the  hearing 
ear,  the  Lord  hath  made  even  both  of  them." 
Many  passages,  although  familiar  to  me, 
came  with  the  power  and  novelty  of  a  letter 
indited  to  myself  that  day,  to  meet  the 
peculiar  need  of  my  fainting  spirit.  "  Be 
of  good  courage  !  Fear  not !  "  "  Cast  not 
awa}^  your  confidence,  which  hath  great 
recompense  of  reward."  How  often  he  has 
to  bid  us  cease  from  numbering  up  our  diffi- 
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culties,  instead  of  looking  to  him  to  over- 
come them ;  and  in  place  of  falKng  before 
them,  to  pause  and  consider  our  former 
deliverances  and  mercies,  with  "  Jesus  Christ, 
the  same  j^esterday,  to-day,  and  forever." 
''  Remember  the  former  things  of  old  ;  for  I 
am  God,  and  there  is  none  else.  I  am  God, 
and  there  is  none  like  me  !  "  ''  I  will  open 
rivers  in  high  places,  and  fountains  in  the 
midst  of  the  valleys."  Blessed  are  these 
tokens  of  a  Father's  tender  care,  cordials 
from  Him  who  is  touched  with  the  feehng 
of  our  infirmities  ! 

We  fear  suffering ;  but  he  who  knows 
what  would  be  our  eternal  loss  if  he  spared 
us  the  cup  that  he  has  mixed  bids  us  drink 
it  with  him,  and  trust  him  for  all  that  it  con- 
tains. If  the  poor  and  needy  were  not  seek- 
ing for  water  where  no  water  was,  and  his 
tongue  failing  him  for  thirst,  he  would  not 
listen  for  the  rushing  of  the  rivers  in  high 
places,  or  seek  for  the  fountains  in  the  midst 
of  the  valleys.  More  than  this ;  he  would 
fan    to    see    the    wondrous    works   of    the 
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Almighty  God  in  his  behalf,  and  so  would 
never  appropriate  to  himself  individually 
the  i)Ool  in  the  wilderness  and  the  spring  in 
the  desert. 

My  natural  inclination  turned  from  the 
journey  on  an  unknown  track ;  but  when- 
ever refreshed  from  the  presence  of  the 
Lord,  I  was  impelled  forward  towards  that 
place  now  to  me  full  only  of  sorrowful 
regret. 

I  made  preparations  to  depart.  I  had  nD 
sooner  taken  one  step  towards  the  fulfill- 
ment of  what  I  believed  to  be  the  will  of  the 
Lord  than,  as  almost  always  follows  an  act 
of  obedience  to  the  Spirit,  outward  circum- 
stances sealed  the  step  with  renewed  assur- 
ance—  "This  is  the  way;  walk  ye  in  it," 
—  so  that  I  would  then  have  gladly  hastened 
my  departure  ;  but  this  could  not  be.  There 
is  a  set  time,  and  when  it  is  fully  come,  the 
way  is  open.  "  He  that  believeth  shall  not 
make  haste."  "  When  the  time  was  accom- 
plished." "  In  the  fullness  of  time."  None 
can  advance  the  hand  of  the  dial,  when 
Jesus  has  said,  "  My  time  is  not  yet  come." 
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I  could  only  proceed  a  short  distance  the 
first  day,  and  I  felt  m}^  need  of  watchfulness 
to  be  guided  where  I  should  wait,  and 
divide  my  journey  according  to  his  mind. 
My  first  halting-place  was  in  a  crowded 
town,  in  all  the  confusion  of  a  fete,  I 
thought  to  remain  two  days  there,  but  the 
difficulty  of  procuring  even  a  bed  and  the 
poorest  and  scantiest  accommodation,  com- 
pelled me  to  hasten  my  steps  towards  that 
spot  which,  weeks  before,  had  had  so  much 
of  my  prayer,  and  thoughts,  and  wishes.  I 
learned  afterwards  that  the  precious  dust  I 
should  not  look  upon  had  been  that  day  con- 
veyed along  this  same  road  towards  its  last 
earthly  resting-place  — 

A  lovely  flower  gathered  in  its  prime, 

To  bloom  in  God's  own  crown,  in  God's  own  time. 

Noble,  fair,  and  gifted  in  no  ordinary  degree, 
the  earthly  loveliness  of  this  fondly-cher- 
ished child  was  her  least  possession,  and 
they  who  watched  her  growth  in  heavenly 
grace  longed  to  see  how  the  Master  would 
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use    all    these    eartlily   advantages  for    hia 
ser\dce  and  glory. 

The  Lord  had  need  of  her,  but  not  in  the 
world,  with  its  sins  and  snares.  He  sent  a 
messenger  to  keep  her  in  the  way  she  had  to 
go  ;  and  learning  her  brief  but  gentle  lesson 
at  the  feet  of  Jesus,  with  the  patience  and 
meekness  of  a  weaned  ehild,  she  went  to 
rest  with  him,  whose  thoughts  are  not  as  our 
thoughts,  and  who  had  prepared  a  better 
portion  for  her  than  the  best  loved  on  earth 
couJd  have  secured  her. 


We  leave,  Lord,  in  tliy  keeping 
Her  precious  dust;  'twill  be 

Safe  where  thy  saints  are  sleeping, 
And  still  o'erwatched  by  thee. 

While  the  sweet  bird  from  her  prison 
Soars  to  her  Saviour  free. 

Thy  mercy,  past  all  measure, 
Thy  love,  so  strong  and  deep. 

Hath  garnered  safe  our  treasure 
That  we  so  longed  to  keep. 

We  give  thee  back  thy  loan.  Lord, 
And  praise  thee  while  we  weep. 
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Safe  from  the  tribulation, 

From  sorrow's  rust  and  care, 
From  the  subtle  world's  temptation, 

No  more  to  shrink  or  share. 
She  rests  in  thy  bright  presence  : 

Lord !  we  would  leave  her  there. 

No  fretting  moth  can  reach  her 

In  the  land  where  thou  dost  reign; 
Sweet  lessons  thou  wilt  teach  her 

Before  we  meet  again  — 
Raised  like  to  thee  in  glory, 

In  robes  without  a  stain. 
Keep,  Lord,  our  treasure!    Keep  her  I 

Though  our  hearts  are  sore  to-day, 
Thou  Imowest  while  we  weep  her, 

We  would  not  say  thee  "Nay  :" 
For  the  free  bird's  song  is  ringing 

In  the  land  of  endless  day. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  I 
reached  the  city  where  I  intended  to  pass 
the  night.  The  snowy  peaks  of  the  Alps, 
defined  against  the  blue,  cloudless  sky,  con- 
trasted with  the  promise  of  warmth  in  the 
glaring  sunshine ;  and  the  pitiless  reality  was 
a  piercing  north  wind  that  swept  over  the 
parched  earth. 
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1  partook  of  a  hasty  meal  in  tlie  hotel,  a 
short  distance  from  the  town  to  which  I  had 
been  guided :  and  perhaps,  but  for  the  dis- 
comfort and  cold  within,  I  should  have 
parried  the  restless  desire  to  prove  that 
without. 

I  felt  impelled  to  go  out,  I  knew  not  why. 
But  I  suddenly  remembered  that  if  I  made 
no  halt  on  the  following  day's  march,  I 
should  need  some  provision.  I  recollected 
having  seen  such  a  shop  as  would  supply  my 
need,  in  the  vicinity  of  a  hotel  where  I  had 
stayed  in  passing  through  the  town  long 
ago,  and  I  set  forth,  assured  in  my  mind  of 
finding  it. 

Lame  and  weary,  I  walked  slowly  through 
the  streets  of  this  great  city  towards  the 
place  that  seemed  vividly  before  me  ;  but 
when  I  reached  the  street,  I  failed  to  find 
the  shop  of  which  I  was  in  search,  and 
many  of  them  were  closed. 

I  was  about  to  return,  when  I  discovered 
that  I  had  missed  my  way.  I  knew  not 
which    road    to    take.       The    lamps    were 
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liglited,  but  I  was  out  of  tlie  thoroughfare 
for  carriages  ;  and  though  many  passed  me, 
they  were  all  occupied,  and  driving  to  the 
theaters  and  other  places  of  amusement. 

I  stood  still,  and  prayed  that  the  next  per- 
son I  accosted  might  guide  me  into  the  right 
way ;  and,  after  following  the  indications 
given  me,  I  saw  no  appearance  of  the  gar- 
dens which  were  my  landmark  to  the  hotel ; 
however,  I  found  myself  before  a  shop  of 
the  same  description  as  that  I  came  in  quest 
of. 

Night  had  now  fallen  around  me,  and  I 
would  gladly  have  sought  my  resting-place 
without  further  delay  ;  but  this  was  over- 
ruled by  a  power  beyond  my  own. 

Quite  as  much  to  rest  for  a  few  minutes  as 
for  any  other  purpose,  I  entered  a  shop 
where  I  expected  to  procure  refreshment  for 
the  following  day's  journey. 

I  addressed  in  French  the  dark- eyed 
woman  who  Avas  the  sole  occupant  of  the 
store.  She  shook  her  head,  and  intimated 
that  she  did  not  understand  me,  and  to  hei 
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German  I  had  to  plead  a  like  ignorance. 
Being  now  at  fault,  I  essayed  the  experi- 
ment of  my  native  tongue  with  no  better 
success  ;  so,  with  the  aid  of  a  few  German 
words,  I  proceeded  to  make  my  purchases. 

I  was  struck  by  the  pre-occupation  of  the 
stranger,  who  seemed  httle  to  heed  the  man- 
ner of  my  purchase,  or  the  matter  itself. 

As  if  a  sudden  thought  had  struck  her, 
she  inquired,  "Does  the  English  lady  speak 
Italian  ?  " 

"  Yes,  a  little,"  I  replied,  thankful  that 
we  had  at  last  found  some  mode  of  distmct 
communication. 

Her  face  brightened  for  a  moment,  as  I 
now  explained  all  I  needed  ;  but,  before  I 
had  concluded,  her  countenance  had  returned 
to  its  former  hard,  impenetrable  expression. 

I  was  so  fatigued  that  I  rested  as  long  as  I 
reasonably  could.  Reluctantly  I  rose  to 
leave.  At  last  she  advanced  to  open  the 
door,  and,  pausing,  inquired,  as  if  impelled 
by  sudden  curiosity,  "  Is  the  signora  with 
her  family  at  the  hoteP  " 
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"  I  have  no  family,"  I  replied. 

"  Is  she  alone,  then  ? "  continued  the 
stranger,  as  it  seemed  to  me  with  awakening 
interest. 

It  would  be  impossible  to  describe  the  joy 
that  thrilled  my  whole  being  as  I  said,  "  No ; 
I  am  not  alone  ;  I  am  never  alone  ;  the  Lord 
Jesus  Christ  is  with  me." 

"  Is  the  signora,  then,  on  her  way  home  ?  " 
she  asked,  in  a  softened  tone,  as  she  turned 
uneasily  from  me,  as  if  desirous  of  changing 
the  subject. 

"  Yes  ;  I  am  on  my  journey  home,"  I  re- 
plied, pointing  upwards,  "  to  my  Father's 
house  of  many  mansions.  I  have  no  earthly 
home." 

A  strange,  wild  expression  flashed  from 
the  dark  eyes  of  my  interlocutor.  She 
closed  the  half-opened  door,  and  turned 
towards  me,  as  I  asked  her  if  she  kneAV  any- 
thing of  Him  who  was  the  stay  of  the  home- 
less and  friendless. 

By  this  time  I  was  no  longer  weary.  I 
forgot  I  was  lame,  far  from  my  hotel,  with 
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night  closing  around.  I  remembered  noth- 
ing but  that  God  the  Father  gave  his  Son  to 
die  for  sinners,  of  whom  I  was  chief;  that 
he  had  saved  me,  and  was  ready  to  save  all 
who  called  upon  him.  I  know  not  how  I 
framed  my  argument.  It  is  not  a  difficult 
task  to  teU  of  the  goodness  and  glory  of  the 
Beloved,  even  in  a  foreign  tongue,  when  the 
soul  is  steeped  in  his  love,  and  I  went  on  to 
Bay  — 

"  Sixteen  years  ago  the  Lord  revealed 
himself  to  me  by  his  Spirit,  and  I  knew  him 
as  my  Saviour ;  and  though  I  am  such  an 
unworthy  creature,  he  has  been  my  refuge 
and  my  rest,  even  to  this  moment." 

My  hstener,  with  her  arms  folded  tightly 
on  her  breast,  gazed  on  me  with  an  expression 
of  blank  despair,  while  her  dark  eyebrows 
were  drawn  together  till  they  formed  a  line 
across  her  troubled  brow.  My  first  impres- 
sion was  that  I  was  not  intelligible  to  her, 
and  I  expressed  my  regret  for  my  imperfect 
Itahan. 

"I  understand  every  word  you  say,"  she 
replied  coldly ;  "  go  on." 


"WAITING   FOR   THE   SET   TIME.  29 

I  moved  towards  tlie  seat  I  had  quifcted- 
She  imagined  that  I  intended  to  depart ;  for 
she  suddenly  sprang  towards  the  door,  and, 
seizing  my  arm  with  both  hands,  she  ex- 
claimed wildly,  "  And  my  poor  soul !  You 
will  not  surely  leave  my  poor  soul  ?  Oh, 
signora,  my  guardian  angel  brought  you  to 
this  house  this  night !  It  seems  as  if  my 
mother  had  risen  from  her  grave  to  speak 
consolation  to  my  despairing  heart.  Come 
in  here,"  she  added,  with  sudden  vivacity, 
leading,  or  rather  drawing,  me  into  an  inner 
room.  "  Come,  come,  signora,  and  speak  on 
still."  And  there,  with  her  bright  eyes 
fixed  on  my  face,  she  hung  on  each  word  as 
if  life  and  death  were  in  them. 

And  then  I  told  her  the  Lord  had  had 
compassion  on  her,  and  had  sent  me  with 
his  blessed  message,  "  Believe  and  live." 

She  listened,  and  then  said,  despairingly, 
"  But  the  signora  is  pious,  and  I  —  I  am  the 
gi'eatest  sinner  that  ever  lived." 

"I  am  a  sinner  saved  by  grace,"  I  re- 
plied,  "  and    Jesus    Christ   came  into    the 
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world  to  save  sinners,  of  whom  I  am  chief. 
He  is  a  Saviour  to  all  who  believe  —  to  all 
who  put  their  trust  in  him." 

"  Ah,  it  is  not  for  me  —  not  for  such  as  I 
am  !  I  tell  you  I  am  the  vilest  sinner.  You 
never  knew  so  great  a  one." 

"  Yes ;  sixteen  years  ago  I  knew  a  greater.'* 

"  That  is  not  possible." 

"  Possible  and  true." 

In  rapid  utterance  the  stricken  woman 
told  forth  the  burden  of  her  grief.  The 
anguish  of  her  spirit  spoke  through  her 
features,  and  the  hushed,  whispered  words 
that  broke  the  silence  touched  me  to  tears  ; 
but  no  tear  softened  her  own  fixed  gaze,  or 
moved  a  muscle  of  her  firmly-set  mouth. 

Never  did  I  so  fully  realize  how  vain  is 
every  word  of  man  to  a  broken  heart,  how 
tame  all  human  consolation,  how  cold  the 
tenderest  sympathy.  The  ruin  which  Satan 
worked  Christ  came  to  restore,  and  nothing 
but  the  power  of  the  Spirit  of  God  can  give 
peace  by  revealing  pardon  to  the  wounded 
in  heart.     He  came  to  destroy  the  works  of 
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the  devil.  It  is  better  to  trust  in  the  word 
of  the  Lord  than  to  have  confidence  in  man's 
many  words.  For  the  word  spoken  in  the 
Spirit  is  a  proved  sword,  which  man  cannot 
gainsay  nor  resist. 

Such  was  my  weapon  to  meet  the  over- 
whelming desjDair  of  my  poor  Itahan.  "  God 
SO-  loved  the  world,  that  he  gave  his  only- 
begotten  Son,  that  ivliosoever  believeth  in 
him  should  not  perish,  but  have  everlasting 
life."  (John  iii.  16.)  And  Jesus  says, 
"  Come  unto  me,  and  I  will  give  you  rest." 
I  knew  no  more. 

"  Does  Jesus  say,  '  Come  unto  me,  all  ye 
that  are  weary '  ? "  cried  the  Itahan  sud- 
denly; and  then  she  added,  in  a  voice  of 
deep  sadness,  "  But  ah  !  that  is  for  the  good, 
the  pious,  not  for  such  as  I;  it  does  not 
mean  me." 

"Yes;  that  invitation  is  for  the  sinner  — 
for  all  who  weep  without  a  comforter,  for  all 
who  mourn,  and  desire  to  sin  no  more.  He 
came  not  to  caU  the  righteous  but  sianers." 

"  But  I  have  done  all  I  can  do,"  she  said 
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mournfully,  "  and  I  am  in  despair.  I  have 
confessed  to  the  priest ;  I  have  confessed  my 
sins  of  childhood  and  my  youth  up,  all  my 
particular  sins.  I  have  done  penance.  I 
have  even  this  week  made  new  confessions. 
I  have  done "  ^ 

"  All  but  going  to  Jesus,"  I  replied ;  "  and 
he  says,  '  Come  unto  we.'  " 

She  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  as  if  lost  in 
thought ;  and  then,  like  one  groping  in  dark- 
ness, she  said,  "  A  little  ray  of  comfort,  but 
very  little,  seems  growing  in  my  soul.  Last 
week  all  my  sins  rose  before  me  as  if  written 
in  a  book,  and  I  was  reading  them  over ;  and 
again  all  my  confessions  and  penances  were 
of  no  avail.  And  to-day  I  said,  '  I  can  bear 
my  misery  no  longer.'  All  I  did  was  of  no 
use ;  I  am  just  as  I  was.  No,  no,"  she  con- 
tinued, interrupting  herself,  "I  am  not  just 
as  I  was.  Once  I  could  sin  easily,  and  think 
nothing  of  it,  and  now  I  cannot.  I  am 
overv/helmed  with  shame  and  despair." 

''Now  go  to  Jesus  just  as  you  are,  and 
confess  to  him,  and  beheve  in  the  love  of 
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the  Father,  who  gave  his  Son  to  die  for  your 
sins,  for  which  you  have  vainly  done  pen- 
ance.    His  blood  cleanseth  from  all  sin." 

"  Then  Jesus  says  to  me^  '  Come  unto 
ME '  ?  "  she  inquired,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  he  says,  '  to  me^  and  I  will  give  yoU: 
rest.'  He  does  not  say,  '  Go  to  the  Mar 
donna;  go  to  the  angels;  go  to  the  saints ^ 
go  to  your  priest;'  but,  'Come  unto  ME.' 
There  must  be  nothing  between  the  soul  and. 
the  Saviour." 

"  Nothing,  signora  ?     Do  Protestants,  then, , 
put  nothing  before  them  to  go  to  Christ  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  word  of  Protestant  or  Cath- 
oHc  in  the  Bible.  Protestants  as  well  as 
Catholics  may  place  sometliing  before  Jesus. 
They  think  good  works  may  help  them ;  and 
they  can  as  easily  put  a  priest  or  an  idol  be- 
tween their  souls  and  God  as  a  Komanist ; 
but  what  Jesus  says  to  you  to-day  he  says 
to  them,  to  every  one,  '  Come  unto  meJ'  " 

"  No,  no ;  I  am  so  vile ;  I  cannot  go  to  •■ 
him." 

"Ah,  you  know  nothing  of  his  great  love 
to  you." 
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"Tome/" 

"  Yes,  to  YOU." 
.  There  was  silence.  I  could  only  breathe 
an  inward  prayer  for  help  for  this  desolate 
soil],  and  I  saw  at  last  the  tears  gather  in 
her  cjes ;  and  if  ever  I  beheld  a  contrite  sin- 
ner's face  raised  to  him  waiting  to  be  gra- 
cious, it  was  at  that  moment. 

And  now  customers  came  in  every  minute, 
so  that  it  was  impossible  to  speak  free  from 
interruption.  She  told  me  afterwards  she 
had  taken  more  money  that  evening  than  all 
the  day  before ;  and  this  she  repeated  not  in 
a  rejoicing  but  regretful  spirit,  that  a  mo- 
ment should  be  stolen  from  her  heavenly 
food,  and  that  the  things  of  earth  were  mul- 
tiplied when  she  only  wanted  the  bread  of 
heaven. 

Darkness  had  set  in  when  I  left  her.  She 
clung  to  my  arm  to  the  last  moment,  saying, 
"  I  fear  to  let  you  leave  me,  lest  all  my  con- 
Bolation  should  depart  with  you." 

"  You  do  feel  more  assured  of  God's  love 
to  you,  then  ?  "  I  asked. 
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"  I  feel  otlier  than  I  did  before  you  came 
ji;  l)ut  not  quite  convinced.     Not  happy." 

At  her  request  I  promised  to  write  to 
her,  and  send  her  some  words  to  help  ;  and 
so  we  parted,  Avith  her  voice  still  ringing  in 
my  ear,  "  The  guardian  angels  brought  you 
to  this  house  to-night." 

As  I  followed  her  directions  to  the  hotel, 
I  discovered  that  I  was  within  ten  minutes' 
walk  of  it ;  so  that  had  I  prayed  for  guidance 
to  a  shop,  I  should  have  been  spared  the 
long,  fatiguing  ramble.  However,  it  taught 
me  over  again  that  in  the  same  proportion  as 
Jesus  is  sought  for  in  minute  detail  blessing 
is  the  result,  while  trouble  arises  from  negli- 
gence in  small  things.  "Without  me  ye  can 
do  nothing."  The  fly  in  the  ointment  that 
has  lost  its  sweet  savor  may  be  imperceptible 
to  others  and  known  only  to  ourselves  and 
him  from  whom  nothing^  is  hidden.  Thus  a 
soul  in  fellowship  with  Jesus,  by  unwatch- 
fiilness,  may  dishonor  his  Master. 

And  now,  thanking  my  heavenly  Shep- 
herd, who  had  fed  me  according  to  the  in- 
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tegrity  of  His  heart,  and  gnirlerl  me  hv  tlie 
skillfuliiess  of  His  hands,  I  proceeded  on  my 
unknown  way.  I  found,  as  He  had  led  me 
to  ex]oect,  a  vacant  place.  My  gentle  friend 
had  passed  away  from  earth's  shadows  and 
tears,  and  I  should  behold  her  no  more  till 
the  dawn  of  the  morning  without  clouda, 
when  she  comes  with  the  Lord  and  his 
saints.  If  the  spirits  of  just  men  made  per- 
fect may  commune  with  the  joys  of  angels, 
then  she  has  learned  wherefore  I  was  de- 
tained, when  I  longed  to  follow  ni}^  heart  to 
her  side  ;  she  will  rejoice  in  the  sickness  that 
held  me  prisoner  until  the  set  time  was  fidly 
come  ;  and  that  I  missed  her  farewell  on  the 
threshold  of  glory  that  I  might  lead  the 
blind  by  a  way  she  knew  not,  out  of  the 
valley  of  the  shadow  of  death. 

My  Italian  letters  were  no  easy  task  ;  jet 
1  had  promised  to  write  to  my  new  friend, 
and  God  was  with  me  in  my  work.  My 
words  might  fail,  but  God's  words  could 
not:  carried  by  the  Spirit,  they  are  arrows 
m  the   hand  of  a   child.     I  sent  her  some- 
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portions  of  Scripture,  and  traots,  and  hymns, 
which  I  thought  would  interest  her. 

I  waited  long  for  a  reply,  but  none  came. 
I  wrote  again  at  distant  intervals,  but  no  an- 
swer reached  me.  I  often  felt  bitterly  dis- 
appointed, for  I  knew  not  how  to  account 
for  it.  At  last  I  committed  her  wholly  to 
the  same  Lord  over  all,  and  specially  asked 
for  her  some  of  the  joy  which  had  filled  my 
heart  in  writing  to  her.  Nevertheless,  I  had 
no  visible  sign  that  my  letters  or  packages 
had  been  of  any  use  or  comfort  to  her.  Yet 
the  sensible  presence  of  the  Lord  when  in 
prayer  for  her  at  last  gave  me  to  understand 
his  sympathy  and  his  faithfulness,  and  I 
could  trust  her  to  him  who  careth  for  us. 

Winter  was  over  and  gone,  and  summer 
was  in  its  full  warmth  and  beauty,  and  again 
I  was  on  my  journey  through  the  same  city. 
I  could  scarcely  wait  for  the  day  before 
seeking  the  shop.  It  was  morning  now.  I 
entered,  without  lifting  my  vail,  and  made 
some  trifling  purchase.  I  watched  my  un- 
forgotten  fiiend  as  she  moved  about  to  pro- 


B8  WAITING   HOURS. 

vide  me  wliat  I  required.  The  same  face  t 
jet  not  the  same !  It  was  peaceful  and 
bright,  and  full  of  sympathy. 

At  the  sound  of  my  voice  the  second  time 
she  started,  dropped  all  she  held,  and,  with 
a  burst  of  joy,  replied  to  my  salutation  — 

''  It  is  — it  is  my  English  lady !  " 

And  the  next  moment  both  hands  clasped 
my  arm,  as  if  to  secure  me,  while  she  looked 
in  my  face,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  with  de- 
hght. 

"  But  why  did  you  break  your  promise  ?  " 
she  inquired  reproachfully,  stepping  back  a 
few  paces,  as  if  not  satisfied  of  my  faitliful- 
ness.  "  You  said  you  would  wTite ;  you 
never  wrote.  You  promised  to  send  me 
some  books  ;  tliey  never  came  !  " 

I  assured  her  tliat  I  had  done  so.  She 
earnestly  scrutinized  my  face,  as  if  to  assure 
herse]!"!  of  my  sincerity,  and  then  simply 
asked  — 

"  Then  why  did  they  never  reach  me  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  that  you  should  learn  to  lean  on 
'  Jesus  only,'  and  to  show  you  that  he  him- 
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self  would  do  the  work,  without  any  human 
intervention." 

"  Ah,  no !  But  how  many  times  I  said, 
'  The  English  lady  has  forgotten  Teresina.' 
Day  after  day,  as  the  postman  passed,  I  sat 
on  the  window-seat  or  by  the  stove,  to 
watch  for  my  letter ;  but  none  came,  and  I 
said,  '  No  letter  to-day ;  but  she  will  ^vrite 
to-morrow ;  she  said  she  would  write.' 
And  then  to-morrow  came  and  went,  and  no 
letter !  and  when  at  niglit  I  went  to  my  bed, 
as  I  laid  my  head  on  my  pillow,  I  said,  '  No 
letter  for  me  to-day.'  Then  I  wept.  Ah  ! 
you  do  not  know  how  I  wept  when  I  thought 
you  had  forgotten  me." 

I  assured  her  that  I  had  not  only  thought 
of  her  and  written  to  her,  but,  to  prevent 
any  difficulty  in  her  reply,  I  had  inclosed 
her  envelopes  stamped  and  addressed.  ''  But 
if  I  had  forsaken  you,  the  Lord  would  not 
forget  you,"  I  added  ;  "  and  I  am  sure  you 
believe  in  his  love  ?  " 

'*  Yes  !  I  believe  in  that  love  now,  and 
Christ's  blood  has  washed  my  sins  away." 
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"  And  you  have  the  gladness  of  the  morn- 
ing for  your  dark  night  of  weeping  ?  " 

''  Oh,  such  joy  !  such  joy  !  "  she  cried, 
fervently.  "  Happiness  comes  to  me  sud- 
denly such  as  I  never  imagined  befo]'e.  Yet 
I  weep  too,"  she  said,  dropping  her  head  on 
her  breast ;  "  but  it  is  not  the  same  weep- 
ing. I  mourn  because  my  sins  have  been  so 
great,  —  and  they  are  pardoned." 

I  could  scarcely  receive  the  joyful  intelU- 
gence  that  this  new  life  had  sprung  into 
blossom,  or  that  this  was  the  plant  from  the 
little  seed  cast  into  the  ground  that  dark 
night ;  but  the  ground  was  prepared  for  it 
by  the  Lord  of  the  harvest,  and  the  waiting 
hour  had  brought  forth  blessing. 

"  As  I  sit  here  alone  sometimes,"  she  said, 
"  I  can  speak  to  Jesus  Christ,  and  I  am 
never  so  happy  now  as  when  I  am  alone. 
Many  customers  who  have  known  me  a  long 
time  say,  'How  you  are  changed,  Teresina  ! 
In  other  days  you  looked  down,  and  never 
smiled ;  and  now  you  are  joyful  all  day,  and 
every  day  ! '  " 
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IVJucli  passed  between  us  in  our  brief  and 
happy  meetings.  Wlien  I  first  met  lier  she 
was  about  to  leave  the  situation  she  occu- 
pied, but  now  she  beheved  that  the  Good 
Sliepherd,  who  guided  his  flock,  would  carry 
her  burden  for  her,  and  he  would  show  her 
the  way  when  he  wished  her  to  change  her 
dwelling. 

I  tarried  a  few  days,  and  very  sweet  to  me 
were  our  interviews  during  my  sojourn. 

She  told  me  that  her  trade  had  remarka- 
bly increased,  and  she  delighted  in  the  idea 
that  this  was  a  blessing  granted  to  her  on 
her  new  life. 

I  had  known  the  ways  of  the  Lord  for 
more  than  sixteen  years,  and  she  not  as 
many  months  ;  yet  while  I  had  known  the 
faithfulness  of  him  v»diose  work  alone  it 
was,  I  confess  there  were  moments  when  I 
doubted  if  this  were  indeed  true  —  this  rich 
return  of  blessing  for  the  tiny  seed  —  yet 
had  he  not  said  that,  ''  whosoever  believeth 
in  him  should  not  perish,  but  have  eternal 
life?'' 
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Perliaps  she  guessed  my  thoughts.  We 
know  that  God  is  a  disceruer  of  them. 

Teresina  came  to  take  leave  of  me  at  the 
hoteL  The  warm  affection  she  evinced  for 
me  made  it  a  difficult  task  to  separate. 

"  Is  your  life  wholly  a  new  life  ?  "  I  said 
to  her,  "  and  brought  forth  from  the  words  I 
spoke  to  you  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes  !  "  she  replied,  smiling  in  my 
face,  and  as  if  divining  my  faithless  fear. 
"  It  was  you  who  taught  me  the  great  love 
of  God.  I  never  knew  it  until  that  dark 
night,  when  you  came  to  me  in  my  misery, 
and  told  me  ;  be  assured  of  that.  And  now, 
dearest  lady,  you  go.  Tell  me,  what  can 
Teresina  do  for  you  who  have  done  this  for 
her  ?  " 

"  Pray  for  me,"  I  said,  my  own  emotion 
almost  choking  my  utterance. 

"  Oh,  tliat  I  do  every  day,  and  often 
many  times  in  the  day.  I  ask  besides  that 
God  would  give  you  health,  and  spare  you 
down  here  a  little  longer,  that  you  may  tell 
other  unhappy  ones  of  the  love  of  God,  as 
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you  have  told  me.  But  is  there  nothing 
more,  signora  ?  "  she  inquired,  in  a  tone  of 
tenderness ;  "  nothing  that  Teresina  can  do 
for  you  ?  " 

"  I  have  beloved  ones  who  know  not  what 
you  have  learned,  Teresina.  They  have  not 
seen  themselves  as  lost  sinners  ;  therefore 
they  know  not  the  love  of  God  the  Saviour 
as  you  do.  Can  you,  will  you,  pray  for  my 
people  ?  " 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  power  with  which 
she  seemed  suddenly  endowed.  She  rose 
from  her  seat,  sympathy  and  grace  blended 
in  her  face.  She  stretched  forth  her  arms 
towards  me,  as  she  said,  with  a  pathos  diffi- 
cult to  describe,  "  I  will  pray  for  them.  Go 
you  to  England,  and  speak  to  them  yourself. 
Tell  them  of  the  love  of  God  to  sinners. 
Tell  them  what  Teresina  was  when  you 
found  her ;  and  oh,  dearest  lady,  tell  them 
what  you  leave  her  !  Oh,  yes,  I  Avill  pray 
for  your  people  when  I  pray  for  you." 

And,  weeping  and  embracing,  we  parted. 
I  felt  as  if  I   had  left   a  loving  friend  be- 


44  WAITING  HOUES. 

hind  me,  whom  I  should  behold  no  more 
until  the  day  dawns  and  the  shadows  flee 
away. 

So  she  went  back  to  her  work  in  the 
world,  and  I  on  my  soHtary  journey,  alone, 
but  not  alone.  I  went  to  the  dead,  and 
found  the  living,  and  parted  with  the  living, 
to  whom  God  had  given  life. 

NUMBERS  ii.  3. 

Thou,  who  hast  my  sins  forgiven, 

Shalt  my  priceless  portion  be ; 
In  the  desert  where  I  wander 

All  my  song  shall  be  of  thee. 

None  beside  my  soul  desireth, 
Though  my  heart  and  flesh  may  fail ; 

One  sweet  hope  thy  love  inspireth, 
Thy  compassions  cannot  fail. 

Through  the  waters  round  me  rolling, 
Safe  the  pathway  thou  hast  made ; 

Thou,  the  funiace-fire  controlling, 
Proved  the  Rock  my  sheltering  shade. 

Keep  thy  rescued  one  beside  thee. 

If  I  wander  yet  awhile ; 
Light  the  sorrows  that  betide  me 

With  a  Saviour's  loving  smile. 
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Watching  for  the  dawn  of  morning, 

Oft  with  desert  journeying  spent; 
Footsore,  with  my  eyes  still  turning 

To  the  smirise  from  my  tent ; 

I  await  thy  sweet  "  Come  hither  I" 
When  my  week-day's  work  is  done; 

Or  the  golden  clouds  shall  gather, 
For  the  Sabbath  mom  begun. 


CHAPTER  II. 

WAITING   FOR   DAILY  GUIDANCE. 

^IpHE  Lord  Jehovah  has  been  so  often 
^  sought  and  considered  as  an  infinite 
Spirit  fiUing  all  space,  that  many,  whose 
orthodox  creed  none  would  gainsay,  forget 
what  a  palpable  revelation  of  God  with  us 
is  given  in  the  face  of  Jesus  Christ  in  his 
wondrous  forty  days'  sojourn  on  earth  pre- 
vious to  his  ascension.  The  Lord  Jehovah 
was  with  his  people  of  old  —  not  as  a  Deity 
to  be  propitiated,  but  as  a  God  seeing,  feel- 
ing, and  hearing.  "  The  eyes  of  the  Lord ' 
are  upon  the  righteous,  and  his  ears  are  open 
unto  their  cry."  Ps.  xxxiv.  15.  "  He  doth 
send  out  his  voice,  and  that  a  mighty  voice." 
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Ps.  Ixviii.  33.  "  With  a  strong  hand  hath 
the  Lord  brought  thee  out  of  Egypt."  Ex. 
xiii.  9.  "  His  eyes  behold,  his  eyehds  try, 
the  children  of  men."  Ps.  xi.  4.  '*  His 
footsteps  are  not  known."  Ps.  Ixxvii.  19. 
"  He  fed  them  according  to  the  integrity  of 
his  heart ;  and  guided  them  by  the  skillful- 
ness  of  his  hands."  Ps.  Ixxviii.  72.  ''  The 
face  of  the  Lord  is  against  them  that  do 
evil."  Ps.  xxxiv.  16.  ''  The  breath  of  the 
Almighty  hath  given  me  life."  Job  xxxiii. 
4.'  "When  thou  saidst,  Seek  ye  my  face; 
my  heart  said  unto  thee,  Thy  face,  Lord, 
will  I  seek."     Ps.  xxvii.  8. 

These  passages  make  known  the  universal 
presence  of  the  Lord  of  heaven  and  earth ; 
but  those  who  have  dealings  with  the  living 
God  know  well  that  communion  with  him  is 
but  part  of  that  great  work  by  which  he 
converts  the  willing  soul  into  a  likeness  of 
kim  who  came  as  a  man,  rejected  and  de- 
spised ;  who  lived,  suffered,  died,  and  rose 
again  !  We  do  not  often  receive  direct  com- 
munications from  the  Lord  independently  of 
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circumstances.  We  are  bound  up  one  with 
another  as  members  of  Christ,  and  by  natural 
family  relationship  in  the  world  and  with 
the  world. 

All  this  is  set  forth  in  the  Scriptures. 
Let  us  take  some  examples.  Jacob  is  not 
the  least  interesting  of  our  patriarchal  teach- 
ers in  this  way,  because  he  is  less  noble  than 
Abraham,  and  more  subtle,  and  less  simple, 
than  Isaac.  But  who  among  us  that  has 
failed,  and  fled,  and  doubted,  and  been  en- 
tangled, has  not  rejoiced  that  the  God  of 
Abraham  and  Isaac  is  also  the  God  of  Jacob  ? 

Jacob  was  content  to  dwell  in  Padan-aram, 
after  Liiban  had  changed  his  wages,  notwith- 
standing he  had  previously  desired  to  de- 
part. Perhaps,  like  many  others,  he  thought 
that  increase  of  flocks  and  herds  was  a  sign 
that  he  was  in  his  right  place.  But  his  at- 
tention was  arrested  by  some  words  he  over- 
heard spoken  by  his  cousins,  who  were  en- 
vious of  him,  and  he  beheld  the  face  of  his 
father-in-law  changed  toward  him,  and  not 
exhibiting  the  same  favor  as  before  he  gave 
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him  his  sorry  wages.  When  he  is  led  to 
consider  what  these  things  signify,  the  Lord 
himself  directs  his  way  —  "Return  to  the^ 
land  of  thy  fathers,  and  thy  kindred,  and  1 
will  be  with  thee."  Ah,  who  is  there  de-- 
siring  to  walk  by  faith,  but  frequently  walk-, 
ing  by  sight,  who  has  not  yearned  for  as 
definite  a  command  ?  Yet  God  has  said, 
"The  just  shall  live  by  his  faith."  Hab. 
ii.  4. 

Thus,  when  the  time  is  fully  come  for  ac- 
tion, our  attention  is  oftentimes  arrested  by 
the  inward  consciousness  of  the  Spirit's  deal- 
ing and  the  necessity  of  guidance,  or  by  out- 
ward circumstances  which  may  disturb  or 
distress  us  as  they  did  Jacob.  We  fly  to  the 
feet  of  Jesus,  sorrowful  and  afraid.  He 
hath  said,  "I  am  come  a  light  into  the 
world,  that  whosoever  believeth  on  me 
should  not  abide  in  darknes*^."  John  xii.  46. 
And  as  he  assured  the  patriarch  with  the  re- 
newal of  the  promise,  "  I  will  be  with  thee," 
BO  will  he  strengthen  our  failing  heart  with* 
"  Lo,  I  am   with  you   alway,   even   to    ih&' 
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end."  Jacob's  God  is  our  God !  So  we  go 
forth  the  way  the  Lord  has  appointed  us ; 
and  as  he  beholds  us  walking  therein,  not- 
withstanding our  faithless  fears,  he  sends 
some  angelic  messenger  to  cheer  and  encour- 
age us,  as  surely  messengers  of  the  Lord  of 
hosts  as  when  the  angels  of  God  met  Jacob 
and  he  called  the  place  Mahanaim. 

Perhaps  it  meets  us  in  the  form  of  some 
long-delayed  answer  to  prayer,  some  new 
iind  unlooked-for  service,  found  only  in  the 
path  in  which  he  has  constrained  us  to  walk, 
or,  dearer  and  more  precious  than  all,  some 
direct  communication  from  himself.  Already 
had  the  gate  of  heaven  been  opened  to  the 
desert  dreamer ;  he  had  seen  the  ladder  on 
which  angels  ascended  and  descended ;  but 
now  behold  the  patriarch  in  that  mysterious 
struggle  of  which  we  comprehend  so  httle, 
enabling  Jacob  to  exclaim,  "  I  have  seen 
God  face  to  face,  and  my  life  is  preserved. ' 
It  was  Jacob,  with  his  little  faith  and  coAvard 
heart,  whose  new  name  from  that  midnight 
wrestUng  was  changed  to  ''Israel"  (a  Prince 


WAITING   FOE   DAILY   GUIDANCE.        51 

of  God),  wliicli  name  was  to  descend  witli 
God's  people  for  ever.  And  why  ?  "  For 
as  a  prince  hast  tliou  power  with  God  and 
with  men.  and  hast  prevailed."  Gen.  xxxii. 
28.  Thus  with  the  new  name  he  received 
another  blessing  through  the  faith  that 
grasped  the  Giver. 

I  am  not  inclined  to  think  that  Jacob 
erred  in  sending  a  present  to  Esau.  It  may 
be  overlooked  that  in  Eastern  nations  it  was 
customary  to  present  a  gift  to  the  superior  in 
rank.  Even  at  the  present  day  the  same 
custom  exists.  When  an  Eastern  prince  or 
noble  holds  a  Burhar^  or  court,  all  attending 
approach  with  a  Niizzur  —  an  acknowledg- 
ment of  respect.  Although  Esau  had  sold 
his  birthright  for  a  mess  of  pottage,  yet  the 
separation  of  the  brothers,  and  the  feud  be- 
tween them,  suggests  that  the  gift  was  not  a 
symptom  of  faithlessness,  notwithstanding 
that  Jacob  was  doubtless  faint-hearted  and 
afraid.  Yet  he  went  forward.  It  was  evi- 
dent  that   he   did  not   certainly  expect  his 
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of  Esau;  for  the  " peraclventure "  with  whicK 
he  premised  it  revealed  his  lack  of  trust  in 
the  God  of  his  fathers. 

But  this  very  circumstance  of  distress, 
which  separated  him  from  his  beloved  Ra- 
chel and  the  children  and  his  people,  left 
him  alone  with  God.  He  goes  forth  halting, 
a  living  witness  of  that  heavenly  conflicts 
Never  more  could  he  forget  in  his  walk  that 
"he  had  seen  God  face  to  face,"  and  Uved. 
The  fiery  trial  brings  liim  Avliere  we  have 
never  before  beheld  him  —  confessing  his  un- 
worthiness,  reminding  the  Lord  of  his  prom- 
ises, enumerating  his  mercies,  and  trusting  in 
his  power  to  deliver  him.  Oh,  these  are  the 
preludes  to  Peniel !  These  are  the  prepara- 
tions for  the  new  name !  Yet  the  patriarch 
goes  forth  still  as  a  man  whose  faith  and 
hope  need  daily  nourishment  and  sustenance. 
Thus  in  the  hour  of  fiery  trial  and  helpless 
distress  we,  too,  are  cast  alone  on  him  who 
has  promised,  "  I  will  never  leave  thee,  nor 
forsake  thee." 

The  act  of  faith  that  pleads  liis  promise 
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and  his  truth  brings  to  us  a  fuller  revel.ition 
of  the  Incarnate  Word  than  all  eartlily 
blessings  of  the  increase  of  our  substance, 
or  the  companionsliip  of  our  beloved  ones. 
If  we  waited  on  Him  who  has  declared, 
"  He  that  waiteth  on  his  Master  shall  be 
honored,"  we  should  more  frequently  have 
our  Bethels  and  our  Peniels,  which  would 
stand  forever  in  testimony  of  the  faithful- 
ness of  that  Master  who  never  calls  his 
friends  to  meet  a  foe  Avithout  a  buckler,  nor 
leads  them  forward  to  win  the  heart  of  an 
offended  brother,  without  the  power  to  gain 
it.  Nay,  if  all  our  love  and  gifts  should  fail 
to  win  the  hearts  arrayed  against  us,  there 
lack  not  hailstones  in  heaven  (God's  swift 
judgments)  to  destroy  his  enemies  and  ours. 
His  angels,  who  encamp  round  about  the 
path  of  his  children,  will  deliver  them  out 
of  the  hands  of  their  most  subtle  enem3\ 
Therefore  be  strong,  and  very  courageous. 

The  sohtary  path,  so  often  appointed  for 
the  child  of  faith,  is  no  new  thing.  That 
path   may   be   indescribably   lonely,  though 
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surrounded  by  a  family ;  and  the  aching, 
weary  heart  may  bewail  its  lot,  and  fail  to 
recognize  in  that  very  solitariness  the  love 
of  Him  who  called  Abraham  alone,  and 
blessed  him,  and  increased  him. 

It  was  in  a  desert  place,  away  from  the 
distraction  of  family  feuds  and  the  consola- 
tion of  family  affections,  that  Jacob  received 
the  first  manifestations  of  the  Lord's  favor — 
the  renewal  of  the  blessing  promised  to  the 
seed  of  Abraham,  and  now  extended  per- 
sonally to  himself ;  and  the  land  on  which 
the  weary  fugitive  reposed  was  given  to  him, 
and  his  seed  after  him,  in  that  lonely  resting- 
place. 

A  brother's  anger  and  a  mother's  fear 
drove  him  into  that  place  of  blessing,  and 
prepared  him  for  twenty  years'  servitude, 
which  must  have  been  cheered  by  the  re- 
membrance of  that  vision  of  angels,  and  the 
consciousness  of  the  peculiar  protection  of 
the  God  of  his  fathers.  Well  might  he  bless 
the  stones  which  had  formed  his  pillow  on 
that  eventful  night.     Who  is  there  that  haa 
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found  rest  on  one  promise  of  a  faithful  God 
wlio  does  not,  like  Jacob,  anoint  it  witli  the 
oil  of  gladness,  and  set  it  up  as  a  pillar  in 
his  pilgrimage  —  an  everlasting  memorial 
that  God,  who  has  promised,  is  faithful,  and 
that  he  has  done  unto  us  above  and  beyond 
all  that  we  have  asked  or  conceived  ?  And 
as  these  bright  land-marks  gleam  on  our 
sight  at  the  close  of  our  homeward  journey, 
we  set  to  our  seal  that  there  failed  not  any 
good  thing  which  the  Lord  had  promised  to 
the  house  of  Israel.     All  comes  to  pass. 

God  speaks  to  us  by  the  Holy  Spirit 
directly,  and  indirectly  by  his  providence ; 
so  also  he  makes  known  his  will,  and  com- 
municates with  us,  even  through  those  whom 
our  folly  or  impatience  may  have  made  the 
occasions  of  our  own  chastening.  When 
Sarah  said,  "  Cast  out  the  bondwoman  and 
her  son,"  it  was  very  grievous  to  the  natural 
affection  of  Abraham  ;  but  it  was  the  will 
of  God  :  "In  all  that  Sarah  hath  said  unto 
thee,  hearken  unto  her  voice."  Tlie  Lord 
was  sun  and  shield  to  his  servant  as  before. 
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Abrjiham  and  Isaac  were  reproved  by 
heathen  kings  for  their  faithlessness  and  in- 
sincerity. It  was  humiliating  to  be  reproved 
by  those  who  had  never  known  the  grace 
and  goodness  of  the  Lord,  but  whose  natu- 
ral integrity  protected  the  patriarchs  from 
the  punishment  their  own  want  of  faith 
would  have  brought  upon  them. 

But  God  is  faithful,  though  we  are  so 
slack  to  believe.  God  is  their  defense,  and 
none  shall  lead  the  least  of  his  children  into 
paths  displeasing  to  him,  if  they  themselves 
do  not  love  the  evil  and  refuse  the  good. 
"  I  will  come  :iear  to  thee  in  judgment ;  I 
will  be  a  swift  witness  against  those  who 
turn  away  the  stranger  from  his  right,  and 
fear  not  me,  saith  the  Lord  of  hosts."  Mai. 
iii.  5.  "  Ye  shall  not  afflict  any  widow  or 
fatherless  child  ;  if  thou  in  any  wise  afflict 
them,  and  they  cry  at  all  unto  me,  I  wiU 
surely  hear  their  cry."     Exod.  xxii.  22. 

The  heathen  prince  wovdd  unknowingly 
have  injured  the  patriarch  who  had  deceived 
him ;  but  he  became  afflicted  in  his  house- 
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hold,  and  was  warned,  in  a  vision  of  the 
night,  to  restore  the  stranger's  wife  whom 
he  coveted.  Is  God  changed  ?  There  is  a 
change  of  dispensation ;  judgment  is  not 
always  speedily  executed  ;  but  God  Cca-eth 
for  the  stranger  still,  and  defendeth  the 
fatherless  and  widow,  even  God  in  liis  holy 
habitalion.  Tliis  I,  as  well  as  others,  have 
remarked.  I  can  more  distinctly  speak  of 
that  which  I  have  myself  experienced. 

But  prior  to  believing,  that  when  the 
Lord  saith  —  "I  will  instruct  thee,  and 
teach  thee  in  the  way  which  thou  shalt  go  ; 
I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye "  —  he 
would  guide  me,  he  would  instruct  me,  he 
would  lead  me,  if  I  obeyed  him  in  commit- 
ting my  cause  to  him,  I  was  called  to  de- 
cide upon  a  course  of  action  in  a  time  of 
gi'cat  perplexity.  I  knew  no  one  to  whom  I 
could  apply  for  counsel.  In  my  distress,  a 
faint  hope  arose  in  my  mind  that  the  course 
I  had  decided  to  pursue  was  in  accordance 
with  the  will  of  God.  It  entailed  on  me  an 
immediate  voyage  to  another  country,  and  I 
made  my  preparations  to  depart. 
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The  evening  previous  to  my  leanng,  sev- 
eral friends  called  to  bid  me  farewell,  among 
them  the  brother  of  one  for  whom  I  had  a 
great  regard.  He  severely  censured  me  for 
;he  step  I  premeditated,  and  strenuously 
nrged  me  to  abandon  a  course  which,  after 
much  deliberation,  I  believed  to  be  the  right 
one.  He  was  peculiarly  skilled  in  argument 
and  persuasion,  and  thus  my  decision  was 
shaken,  the  plan  of  action  lately  so  clearly 
defined  to  my  mind  had  become  a  labyrinth 
without  light,  and  my  heart  had  lost  its  once 
peaceful  security.  All  was  confusion.  He 
took  his  leave,  satisfied  that  I  had  accepted 
his  judgment  to  guide  me,  in  opposition  to  a 
path  distinctly  marked  out  to  myself.  But 
the  Lord  was  my  very  present  help,  though 
I  knew  it  not. 

In  either  case  I  could  not  avoid  the 
voj'age,  and  the  preparations  were  already 
made  for  my  departure  the  folloAving  day. 
Equipped  for  the  journey,  harassed  with 
anxiety,  agitated  with  thoughts  of  the  fu- 
ture, I  waited  for  the  carriage  to  convey  me 


WAITING  FOE  DAILY  GUIDANCE.        59 

CO  the  port,  when  my  ear  caught  the  sound 
of  a  horse  in  full  gallop,  and  in  a  few  min- 
utes a  horseman  dismounted  at  my  door. 
The  appearance  of  the  horse,  his  drooping 
head  and  heaving  flanks,  showed  that  he  had 
been  pressed  to  his  utmost  speed  by  his  im- 
patient rider.  There  stood  before  me  the 
skillful  advocate  of  the  previous  evening, 
forced  to  do  the  bidding  of  a  God  he  knew 
not.  His  face  was  changed  from  what  I  had 
seen  it  before.  He  looked  both  scared  and 
haggard.  TrembUng  and  exhausted  by  his 
rapid  journey,  I  could  not  at  first  compre- 
hend the  reason  of  his  sudden  and  unex- 
pected appearance. 

God  had  spoken  and  shaken  the  strong 
man's  heart,  and  "  the  terror  of  the 
Almighty  "  had  made  him  afraid ;  and 
whatever  else  he  may  have  disbelieved,  he 
never  again  doubted  there  was  a  God  in 
heaven  who  defendeth  the  stranger,  and 
him  that  hath  no  hel]3er,  and  who  will  not 
suffer  a  hair  of  the  least  of  his  children  to 
perish.     He  entreated  my  forgiveness,  and 
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prayed  me  to  cast  from  my  mind  tlie  ras^< 
counsel  lie  liad  pressed  upon  me.  In  a  voice 
broken  with  emotion,  he  told  me  that  at 
midnight  a  dream  or  vision,  he  knew  not 
which,  rose  before  him,  and  like  a  frightful 
reality  he  beheld  the  fatal  result  of  the 
counsel  he  had  so  pertinaciously  advised  me 
to  follow,  while  a  voice  distinct  and  terrible 
bade  him  look  upon  the  woe  he  had  worked 
for  one  who  had  never  injured  him.  "  All 
this  is  your  doing,"  echoed  in  his  ear,  as  he 
awoke  from  this  startling  visitation.  He 
arose,  called  for  his  horse,  and  had  ridden 
many  miles  before  the  sun  was  up,  in  his 
anxiety  to  see  me  again,  fearing  that  the 
vessel  wliich  was  to  convey  me  from  the 
port  would  have  sailed,  leaving  with  him 
oidy  the  remembrance  of  his  midnight 
dream.  "  God  is  greater  than  man.  He 
giveth  not  account  of  any  of  his  matters. 
In  a  dream,  in  a  vision  of  the  night,  when 
deep  sleep  falleth  upon  men,  in  slumberings 
upon  the  bed ;  then  he  openeth  the  ears  of 
men,  and  sealeth  their  instruction,  that  he 
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may  withdraw  man  from  his  purpose,  and 
hide  pride  from  man."  Job  xxxiii.  13-lT. 
"  In  the  multitude  of  dreams  and  many 
words  there  are  also  divers  vanities  :  hut  fear 
tJiou  God.'"  Eccles.  v.  7.  The  cold-hearted 
scepticism  which  pervades  the  Church  is  the 
obstacle  to  fullness  of  communion,  and  hin- 
ders the  sealing  of  the  Holy  Spirit's  instruc- 
tions. Who  shall  limit  his  teaching,  or  cir- 
cumscribe his  action  by  day  and  by  night  ? 

As  the  Word  dwelleth  richly  in  us,  and 
we  yearn  for  deeper  comprehension  of  the 
love  that  passeth  knowledge,  all  things  be- 
come a  medium  of  communication.  The 
living  reality  of  the  Word  of  God  grows 
stronger  ;  and  the  heart,  absorbed  in  thoughts 
of  one  object,  will  find  some  promise  in 
every  parable  of  nature  ;  every  circumstance 
shall  manifest  the  ever-hving,  the  everlasting 
Jehovah.  Although  many  times  I  have  had 
to  say,  "  I  have  not  obeyed  the  voice  of  my 
teachers,  nor  inclined  mine  ear  to  them  that 
instructed  me,"  yet  the  Lord  has  not  failed 
in  leading  me  to  acknowledge  that  even  in 
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the  night  watches  he  couki  lead  me  to  profit. 
"  And  though  the  Lord  give  you  tlie  bread 
of  adversity,  and  the  water  of  affliction,  yet 
shall  not  thy  teachers  be  removed  into  a  cor- 
ner any  more^  but  thine  eyes  shall  see  lliy 
teachers."     Isa.  xxx.  20. 

At  various  seasons  of  my  pilgrimage  God 
has  manifested  his  power  in  revealing  the 
position  of  my  soul.  When  incapable  of  any 
active  service  for  the  Master  by  whom  I 
longed  to  be  employed,  I  beheld  in  a  vision 
of  the  night  a  bright  transparent  river  flow- 
ing on  with  the  speed  of  the  rapids  of 
Niagara.  Every  wave  was  crested  with 
light.  Many  walked  upon  its  margin  with- 
out regarding  it ;  others  cast  in  various  pos- 
sessions, causing  more  light  on  the  stream. 
A  tra-'eler  passed  me,  enveloped  in  a  mantle, 
which  was  folded  closely  around  him,  to 
shiekl  him  from  the  wind.  Suddenly  he 
unfastened  it,  and  I  perceived  that  it  was 
lined  with  a  costly  fur  of  pure  white.  He 
cast  it  into  the  stream.  The  effect  was 
as  the  sparks   fi'om  an  electric  battery—  a 
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thousand  stars  glittered  on  the  waves  as  it 
was  engiilphed  in  the  bright  waters.  The 
traYclcr  pursued  his  way,  his  face  beaming 
with  sweet  content ;  his  eyes  were  never 
cast  back  on  the  river,  but  bent  on  some 
point  in  the  distance  beyond  my  sight. 
"  While  we  look  not  at  the  things  which  are 
seen,  but  at  the  things  which  are  not  seen , 
for  the  things  w^hich  are  seen  are  temporal, 
but  the  things  which  are  not  seen  are  eter- 
nal." 2  Cor.  iv.  18.  A  voice  told  me  it 
was  the  river  of  life,  and  I  saw  that,  by 
casting  in  all  I  had,  I  could  make  the  stream 
as  bright  as  did  others. 

Soon  all  was  changed ;  the  stream  was 
gone,  and  a  desert  opened  before  me,  barren 
and  burned  beneath  the  scorching  rays  of  an 
Eastern  sun.  To  shield  me  from  its  fierce 
heat  I  saw  a  solitary  tree,  an  Ilex,  the  ever- 
lasting oak.  Unseen  guardians  of  my  lonely 
way  plaited  and  entwined  the  branches, 
until  they  formed  a  small  but  commodious 
tent-like  shelter  ;  and  the  cool  shade,  and 
the  dark  green  foliage,  contrasted  with  the 
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white  wilderness  around  me.  I  entered. 
There  was  a  small  wooden  table  and  a  seat 

—  only  one.  No  sooner  had  I  taken  my 
place  at  the  table  than  I  beheld  a  hand  of 
surpassing  beauty  at  the  entrance.  It  was 
slowly  raised  and  pointed  upwards,  as  if  to 
fix  my  gaze  above,  and  then  stretched  forth 
as  indicating  the  path  and  directing  my 
way.  I  knew  who  was  there.  It  was  he 
who  had  led  me  by  the  right  way  to  the  city 
of  habitation.  Again  the  index  finger  was 
raised  in  warning,  and  I  read  in  its  signifi- 
cance—  "When  we  are  judged,  we  are 
chastened  of  the  Lord,  that  we  should  not 
be  condemned  with  the  world."  I  Cor.  xi. 
32.  And  lastly,  it  was  extended  over  me  in 
blessing.  I  knew  that  Hand  of  love ;  it 
had  guided  me,  and  will  still  guide  me,  on 
my  desert  path.  It  is  the  right  hand  of 
power.     It  is  the  hand  once  pierced  for  me 

—  the  hand  of  him,  whose  everlasting  arms 
are  underneath  me,  whose  everlasting  love 
hath  upheld  and  comforted  me  —  the  hand 
of  Jesus,  my  Idng  and  my  God. 
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If  I  have  set  forth  the  guidance  and  wait- 
ing hours  more  in  journeying  than  in  any 
other  way,  it  is  not  that  the  power  and 
presence  of  the  Lord  have  been  at  all  cir- 
cumscribed ;  but  that  the  necessity  of  faith 
is  often  more  evident  liere  than  in  matters- 
more  complicated,  and  less  suitable  for  illus- 
tration. It  has  been  increasingly  precious 
to  me  to  be  allowed  to  trace  how  obedience- 
and  faithfulness,  which  seemed  to  be  an  indi- 
vidual dealing  between  the  Lord  and  our 
own  souls,  are  actually  brought  to  exercise 
their  influence  on  others. 

The  golden  ladder  of  Jacob's  dream,  and 
the  vision  of  Ezehiel  by  the  river  of  Che- 
bar,  alike  image  forth  that  angelic  agency  by 
which  the  hfe  of  the  child  of  God  is  guarded 
and  surrounded,  and  by  which  the  observant 
and  obedient  are  led,  not  coerced,  into  the 
path  in  which  they  are  ordained  to  walk. 
Nor  need  we  fear  the  rushing  of  wings,  like 
the  noise  of  great  waters  ;  nor  the  voice  of 
speech,  like  the  noise  of  an  host ;  for  the 
firmament  above  their  heads  and  above  ourSi 
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hatli  the  likeness  of  a  throne,  as  the  appear- 
ance of  a  sapphire  stone  ;  and  npon  the  hke- 
ness  of  the  throne  is  still  the  hkeness  as  the 
appearance  of  a  Man. 

The  most  minute  events  of  our  life,  naj, 
€very  need,  and  every  obstacle  in  our  paths, 
are  channels  of  the  grace,  goodness,  and 
power  of  God,  and  those  who  wait  on  him 
in  prayer  and  watchfulness,  shall  see  it  is  no 
vain  thing  to  rest  on  him.  The  tide  of  our 
sorrows  and  sins  has  often  arisen  from  a 
trivial  spring ;  and  the  same  is  true  of  our 
earthly  joys.  Our  daily  trials  and  hourly 
blessings  gather  something  of  the  radiance 
of  the  bow  in  the  cloud  in  the  day  of  rain, 
as  we  receive  them  from  the  pierced  hand  of 
Idm  whose  death  and  intercession  have  made 
all  thing^s  ours. 

Those  who  look  on  life's  daily  routine  as 
things  of  course,  call  special  deliverance,  or 
sudden  calamity,  "providential  dealing,"  or 
"  curious  coincidences."  But  the  Lord  has 
taught  his  children  otherwise.  "  Give  me 
thine  heart,  and  let  thine  eyes  observe  my 
ways." 
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Tliere  ueeds  not  health,  nor  strength,  nor 
wealth,  nor  learning,  to  serve  the  Lord ; 
there  are  greater  spiritnal  resnlts  than  all 
these  can  accomplish  when  we  seek  to  gatlier 
uji  each  crumb  of  daily  mercy,  and  Avait  con- 
tinually on  God. 

1  remember  one  day  I  had  little  power  of 
thought  or  action ;  but  the  desire  to  help 
others  was  very  strong  in  my  heart.  I  was 
not  able  to  walk  beyond  a  short  distance, 
and,  as  we  lived  in  a  town,  all  exercise  but  a 
carriage  drive  was  unattainable,  and  a  drive 
without  an  object,  constantly  on  tne  same 
road,  was  a  dreary  thing.  1  made  my  prayer 
to  my  God,  and  asked  that  this  last  drive  I 
should  take  in  that  locality  might  have  a  pe- 
culiar blessing.  So  gathering  my  tracts  and 
books,  I  entered  the  carriage  with  my  young 
Christian  servant.  The  afternoon  was  fine- 
I  found  ready  acceptance  of  the  httle 
heavenly  messengers  as  I  distributed  them 
from  the  carriage.  We  slowly  ascended  a 
hill,  dotted  here  and  there  with  a  few  cot- 
tages in  groups.     All  my  ammunition  was  at 
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an  end  excepting  one  book.  I  asked  foi 
special  guidance  ab  to  its  disposal.  A  little 
girl  by  the  roadside  attracted  my  attention. 
I  was  disappointed,  as  the  book  was  scarcely 
suitable  for  one  so  young ;  but  no  one  else 
was  in  sight.  I  was  so  slow  in  deciding 
whether  this  was  an  answer  to  my  prayer, 
that  the  hill  was  behind  us,  the  horses  began 
to  trot,  and  the  child  was  out  of  sight  before 
I  had  the  certainty  that  it  was  the  reply  to 
my  petition.  Now  it  was  too  late,  I  was 
grieved  at  my  indecision. 

The  coachman,  finding  I  Avished  to  return, 
asked  my  leave  to  water  and  rest  his  horses 
at  a  wayside  inn  at  the  rise  of  the  hill.  I 
consented  at  once  ;  and  bidding  my  servant 
•wait  Avith  the  carriage,  I  descended  the  hill 
to  seek  for  the  child.  On  I  went ;  no  child 
was  in  sight.  I  waited  and  prayed  that  if  I 
were  right  the  child  might  appear.  In  a  few 
moments  she  came  towards  me,  so  that  I 
gave  her  the  book  ;  but  before  I  could  speak 
she  ran  away  and  was  soon  out  of  sight.  I 
followed  in  the  same  direction  as  fast  as  I 
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was  able.  That  child  seemed  the  object  of 
my  drive.  I  found  mj^self  in  a  narrow  kind 
of  passage,  in  which  was  the  entrance  to 
four  or  five  dwellings,  evidently  formed  out 
of  an  old  dilapidated  house,  divided  into 
smaller  tenements.  While  I  hesitated  at 
which  door  I  should  knock,  all  being  closed, 
a  pleasant-looking  young  woman  came  out 
with  the  book  in  her  hand,  as  if  to  return  it, 
saying, 

"  You  have  given  my  sister  a  book,  but 
she  cannot  read." 

"  Perhaps  some  one  in  the  house  can  read 
it  to  her,"  I  suggested. 

"  Well,  ma'am,  we  have  not  much  time." 

I  felt  disappointed  and  troubled,  expect- 
ing to  see  some  other  result  from  my  chase 
of  the  little  one,  and  unwilling  to  give  up 
the  hope  of  knowing  why  this  child  had 
crossed  my  path. 

"Is  there  any  one  in  the  family  who 
would  like  the  book  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"  I  have  only  my  mother,  and  she  is  very 
ill,"  replied  the  young  woman. 
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"  May  I  see  her  ?  "  I  asked,  still  feeling 
that  I  had  followed  in  faith,  however  faint- 
hearted. 

"I  do  not  know,"  she  answered ;  bnt  the 
tone  was  not  inviting. 

I  pressed  it.  She  went  into  another  room 
on  the  opposite  side  of  the  passage,  and  re- 
appearing in  a  few  minutes,  she  led  the  way 
to  a  bedroom  which  had  evidently  been  oncj 
an  old-fashioned  farm-house  parlor,  divided 
into  two  chambers,  and  lighted  by  the  half 
of  a  large,  lofty  casement.  The  scanty  fur- 
niture gave  a  peculiarly  forlorn  appearance 
to  it ;  but  all  was  neat  and  clean.  The  sun- 
Hght  fell  on  the  sick  woman,  then  in  the  last 
stage  of  the  most  terrible  form  of  dropsy. 
Her  pale,  careworn  face,  scarcely  visible  at 
first ;  the  poor,  swollen  frame  ;  those  anxious 
eyes,  raised  to  my  own ;  those  lines  of  anx- 
ious care  —  told  more  of  disease  than  the 
evidences  of  ph3^sical  pain,  and  moved  the 
very  depths  of  my  heart.  To  carry  sorrow 
of  heart  with  such  a  malady  seemed  indeed 
a  bitter  cup,  if  not  held  leaning  on  him  who 
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can  alone  teach  the  sinking  heart  to  say, 
"  Thy  will,  not  mine,  be  done." 

She  did  not  seem"  inclined  to  speak,  an'l  as 
I  could  not  gather  ai^ything  from  her  brief 
replies,  I  said  —  "Jesus  alone  can  help  you. 
Do  you  love  Jesus  ?  " 

'•  Well,  ma'am,  I  cannot  say  that,"  she  re- 
plii:d  sloAvly ;  ''but  yet  I  do  believe  one 
thing  —  that  he  loves  me." 

Tliis  was  a  glad  surprise  to  me,  so  slow 
are  more  advanced  learners  in  their  Master's 
school  in  this  first  lesson. 

"  Then  why  are  you  not  resting  in  his 
love  ?  " 

The  pale  face  turned  towards  me  now,  and 
the  reply  came  rapidly  and  eagerly,  as  if  the 
wound  was  touched  at  last. 

"  Because  I  am  not  at  all  sure  I  shall  be 
saved.  I  hope  —  but  oh,  scarcely  that!  My 
trials  and  sufferings  are  great.  I  find 
nothing  to  comfort  me  in  thinking  I  am 
safe,  and  there  is  nothing  in  ni}^  heart  at  all 
like  one  who  should  love  him.  I  am  so 
tempted  ;  I  am  so  full  of  evil ;  and  after  all  I 
may  be  lost !  " 
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*'  But  temptation  is  not  sin.  Jesus  was 
tempted.     He  knows  how  to  succor  us." 

This  was  no  place  for  my  words.  My  eye 
fell  on  a  large  family  Bible,  with  piint  such 
as  my  half-blind  eyes  could  read  ;  and  while 
turning  over  the  pages  to  seek  for  the  por- 
tion that  came  to  my  mind,  I  repeated 
slowly  the  first  part  of  the  fourteenth  chap- 
ter of  John.  Great  was  my  delight  to  see 
the  face  of  my  listener  kindle  into  anima- 
tion. I  took  a  seat  at  the  bottom  of  the  low 
bed,  and  read  to  her  passage  after  passage, 
that  God  speaks  to  the  sinner,  the  mourner, 
the  heavy  laden.  The  glassy  eyes  were  fixed 
on  me  more  in  wonder  than  in  rest.  I 
pra3"ed  briefly  with  her,  asking  for  her  per- 
fect peace  in  believing,  and  then  bade  her 
farewell.  She  gazed  after  me  wistfully  as  I 
lingered  at  the  door ;  and  I  left  with  the  con- 
sciousness that  I  was  nothing,  but  out  of 
my  weakness  the  Lord  was  glorified. 

A  day  or  two  passed,  and  I  felt  it  was 
time  to  go  forth  again.  We  arranged  some 
needful  comforts  for  the  poor  sick  one,  and 
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tlie  carriage  was  ordered  ;  but  rain  descended 
in  torrents.  Long  I  watclied  tlio  clouds., 
and  prayed  to  do  the  will  of  the  Lord  —  to 
go,  or  not  to  go,  as  should  please  him  best. 
I  appealed  to  the  coachman.  Was  he  will- 
ing to  go,  as  his  horses  must  wait  for  me  in 
the  rain  if  he  went  ?  He  was  quite  willinac. 
In  fact,  he  rather  advised  the  journey,  assur- 
ing me  that  ^he  storm  would  only  be  partial. 
The  rain  ceased  until  we  were  on  the  road, 
and  then  it  fell  heavily. 

We  arrived,  and  sending  the  carriage  ^o 
shelter,  I  entered  the  cottage,  and  softly 
opened  the  door  of  the  sick  woman's  cham- 
ber. Tlie  peace  of  God  was  on  that  sorrow- 
seamed  face,  and  the  joyful  welcome  was 
well  worth  the  waiting  hour. 

"I  should  know  your  voice  in  heaven,'* 
she  said  ;  "  but  never  did  I  think  I  should 
hear  its  sound  on  earth  again.  The  weirds 
you  spoke  are  always  ringing  in  my  ears : 
'  Let  not  your  heart  be  troubled,  neither  lefc 
it  be  afi'aid  ; '  and  I  am  not  afraid." 

If  this  meeting  was  sweet  to  her,  it  was 
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none  tlie  less  so  to  me  ;  and  tlie  blessed  evi* 
dence  of  a  Father's  tender  care  was  seen  in 
the  selection  of  things  suitable  for  her  condi- 
tion, and  the  doctor  having  enumerated 
Buch  as  I  had  taken,  as  among  the  only 
remedies  likely  to  be  of  any  service  to  her 
in  these  last  days  of  suffering. 

The  cord  of  love  that  knits  together 
those  who  love  the  same  Lord,  and  look  to 
the  same  eternal  home  and  the  same  blessed 
service,  bound  us  heart  to  heart.  She  was 
carried  on  the  Shepherd's  breast  down  to 
the  valley,  with  the  confidence  of  one  who 
knows  whom  she  has  beheved.  Kesting  on 
his  arm,  I  went  forth  again  on  one  more 
stage  of  my  journey,  cheered  by  the  blessed 
exj  erience  of  his  word  :  ''  Whoso  is  wise, 
and  will  observe  these  things,  even  they 
shall  understand  the  lo\dng  kindness  of  the 
Lord." 

All  things  are  his,  and  all  obey 

His  wonder-working  will ; 
E'en  common  things  have  life  and  speech, 

And  his  commands  fulfill. 
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From  buried  seeds,  awhile  entombed 

In  these  dead  souls  of  ours, 
The  sun  and  storm  shall  cherish  buds 

Of  fair  immortal  flowers. 

Oh,  let  me  learn  the  lesson,  Lord  I 

And  live  it,  and  be  true ; 
Waiting  in  patience  at  thy  feet, 

Thy  holy  will  to  do. 
nesting  in  thee  confidingly, 

Trusting  in  thee  always, 
And  finding  every  hour  unfold 

Some  secret  cause  for  praise. 

On  anotlier  occasion,  I  was  in  great  need 
of  summer  clothing  previous  to  leaving 
London.  I  was  then  in  the  suburbs,  where 
there  were  very  few  warehouses  likely  to 
furnish  all  I  required ;  and  being,  from  ill- 
health,  unable  to  reach  the  city,  I  spread  the 
matter  before  Him  who  has  told  us,  "  With- 
out me  ye  can  do  nothing."  I  told  him  all  I 
needed,  and  I  prayed  him  to  guide  me  to  a 
shop  ;  and  furthermore  prayed  that  I  might 
procure  the  articles  near  at  hand,  being 
unfit  for  the  fatigue  of  shopping.  I  was 
leaving  for  the  country  on  Monday ;  tliia 
was  Saturday. 
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I  sallied  forth,  and  walked  to  the  end  of 
the  long  street,  passing  a  little  shop  close  to 
my  lodgings.  It  was  a  draper's,  mean  in 
appearance,  having  but  one  window,  in 
which  only  a  few  articles  were  exhibited.  I 
did  not  pause  to  ask  if  he  would  have  me 
enter,  but,  judging  by  outward  appearance, 
•walked  on  wearilj^  to  a  large  showy  shop  at 
the  extreme  end  of  the  street.  The  shop- 
keepers  would  not  give  themselves  the 
trouble  to  seek  for  the  first  item  on  my  list, 
and  were  withal  so  disobliging  that  I  was 
led  to  exclaim  in  my  heart,  "  Why  is  it  thus 
with  me?" 

I  walked  very  slowly  back.  In  again 
passing  the  mean  one-windovred  shop,  the 
thought  flashed  through  my  mind,  ''  Can  it 
be  possible  I  am  to  go  in  here  ?  "  To  prove 
it,  and  gather  some  light  on  my  way,  I 
entered,  inquiring  at  the  same  time  for  one 
of  the  least  Ukely  articles  on  my  list.  A 
pale-faced  woman  in  mourning,  who  was 
attending  to  a  customer,  looked  at  me,  re- 
questing me  not  to  stand  in  the  cold  wind 
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rushing  throagli  the  shop,  but  to  enter  her 
parlor,  and  allow  her  to  wait  on  me  there. 
I  did  so,  and  she  soon  joined  me. 

I  gave  her  the  list.  After  carefully  perus- 
ing it,  she  said,  '  You  must  not  judge  by 
what  you  see.  I  have,  it  is  true,  but  a  very 
small  shop  ;  but  I  have  a  warehouse,  and  a 
good  connection,  so  that  I  do  not  keep  arti- 
cles for  show.  If  you  will  wait  here,  I  will 
bring  you  all  you  require  in  a  short  time." 

-  She  left  me,  and  as  I  glanced  round  the 
room  a  well-worn  Bible  and  hymn-book  met 
my  eye,  with  other  signs  of  a  life  not  con- 
fined to  this  world  and  its  interests,  which 
afforded  me  matter  for  thought  and  praise 
until  her  return,  laden  with  goods.  She 
counseled  me  with  a  disinterestedness  quite 
uncommon,  examining  and  criticizing  the 
materials  as  if  she  understood  my  wants  and 
requirements.  When  I  had  paid  the  amount, 
she  gave  me  the  receipt  with  a  bright  smile, 
and  clasping  her  hands  in  thankfulness,  her 
upward  glance  told  from  whom  she  had 
taken  the  gold. 
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"  That  is  like  my  Father,"  said  the  shop- 
keeper, joyfully.  "  He  always  sends  me 
double  on  Saturday,  because  he  knows  my 
need,  and  that  I  cannot  work  on  Sunday. 
This  he  has  done  for  me  and  my  family  ever 
since  I  became  a  widow,  eight  years  ago." 

Then  she  went  on  to  speak  of  his  faithful- 
ness to  his  promise,  and  his  care  for  the 
fatherless  and  widow,  and  them  that  have 
no  helper ;  and  between  smiles  and  tears 
enumerated  many  a  deliverance  and  many  an 
unexpected  blessing  since  she  had  cast  all 
her  care  on  him.  So  we  communed  together, 
not  only  of  the  kingdom,  but  of  the  King 
himself,  rejoicing  that  his  overruling  hand 
had  brought  us  to  behold  how  good  it  is  to 
trust  in  him. 

Before  leaving  I  offered  her  a  few  tracts, 
suggesting  that  she  would  have  opportuni- 
ties of  circulating  them  where  I  should  not. 
She  accepted  them  gladly,  and  then,  open- 
ing the  drawer  beneath  the  counter,  she 
pointed  to  the  provision  already  there,  and 
as  I  read  the  titles  I  thanked  God,  and  took 
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Twelve  years  have  gone  by  since  that 
day's  purchases  were  made,  and  some  of  the 
articles  remained  with  me  until  recently, 
"v\hen,  in  giving  them  to  a  young  Christian, 
I  narrated  the  blessing  I  had  found  in  fol- 
lowing the  leading  of  the  Lord ;  and  thus, 
through  one  of  the  commonest  events  of 
daily  life,  she  was  able  to  apprehend  the 
blessedness  of  seeing  Jesus  in  the  way. 

On  the  following  Monday  I  left  for  the 
country,  with  the  remembrance  of  the 
Lord's  guidance  still  fresh  in  my  heart. 
Soon  after,  I  needed  a  sempstress,  and  asked 
of  the  Lord,  if  he  saw  it  good,  to  let  me  have 
one  of  the  household  of  faith.  I  inquired 
of  my  landlady  for  such  a  one,  but  she  could 
give  me  no  information.  Not  having  any  ac- 
quaintance in  the  place,  I  was  seldom  out  of 
my  sick-room.  I  could  but  wait,  knowing 
that  I  had  told  my  need  and  my  desire  te 
him,  \^-hose  hand  of  love  had  so  often  met 
both. 

Another  week  went  by,  when  my  landlady 
suddenly  remembered   an   afiSicted  woman, 
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within  five  minutes'  walk  of  her  house,  who 
had  occasionally  been  employed  in  sewing ; 
she  knew  nothing  else  about  her.  Iccord- 
ingly  her  daughter  came  to  receive  instruc- 
tions for  the  work.  I  sjDoke  to  her  of  Jesus. 
She  listened,  and  appeared  confused,  but  not 
as  if  it  were  a  novel  subject  to  her,  and 
hastily  left  with  the  work,  evidently  well 
satisfied  to  take  it.  The  proximity  of  the 
cottage  to  my  lodgings-  enabled  me  to  go 
there.  I  found  an  interesting  woman,  wlio 
for  fifteen  years  had  been  confined  to  a  sofa 
on  which  she  then  lay,  her  thin  hands  busily 
employed  on  my  work.  She  was,  indeed,  a 
child  of  the  kingdom,  needing  the  solace 
which  is  found  in  the  mutual  faith  of  pil- 
grims in  the  wilderness  journey.  She  had 
several  children,  all  unconverted.  The  lack 
of  faith  in  the  word  and  promise  of  a  faith- 
ful God  was  the  fetter  that  seemed  to  weigh 
her  spirit  down.  The  thought  that  she  was 
passing  away  without  one  child  having  been 
brought  to  see  itself  as  a  lost  sinner,  or  to 
seek  salvation  through  the  blood  of  her 
Saviour  was  oppressive  in  the  extreme. 
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"  It  may  be  that  he  has  prolonged  y  our  life 
that  you  may  see  it,"  I  suggested.  "  Per- 
haps he  is  asking  you  to  trust  him,  and  seek- 
ing to  teach  you  that  all  your  prayers,  and 
tears,  and  teaching,  shall  not  be  thrown 
away.  Hereafter  you  may  see  it.  Now 
trust  him  with  all  your  heart,  and  be  happy 
in  him." 

We  prayed  together  for  those  children,, 
and  I  was  enabled  to  cheer  her  heart  by  re- 
counting some  fulfilled  promises  of  God 
given  to  believing  relatives,  and,  needing 
fuller  faith  in  the  same  promises,  I  was  com- 
forted in  her  consolation. 

One  day  when  I  visited  her  I  found  her 
pale  face  lighted  up  with  joy  —  a  joy  as  un- 
like the  joy  of  nature  as  the  natural  is  un- 
like the  spiritual  man.  She  lifted  the  mat- 
tress on  which  she  reclined,  and  showed  me 
iome  tracts,  books,  and  papers,  which  I 
recognized  as  my  own.  Unable  to  extend 
my  walk  beyond  the  spot  where  I  resided, 
I  was  accustomed  to  take  my  seat  on  some 
lately  felled  timber,  near  some  large  houses. 
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tlien  in  the  course  of  erection ;  and  as  the 
men  went  to  and  from  their  work,  or  the 
tradeirmen  sent  from  the  town  for  orders,  I 
had  many  opportunities  of  giving  a  tiact  or 
speaking  a  word  to  tliem  ;  but  Httle  did  J 
imagine  I  was  in  a  way  of  helping  the  work 
whicli  we  had  unitedly  prayed  to  behold. 

"  See,"  said  she,  her  face  brightening  with 
hope,  "some  hidy  has  given  these  books 
from  time  to  time  to  my  boy.  He  is  grow- 
ing quite  thoughtfuL  When  he  comes  home 
at  night  he  reads  them.  I  believe  the  Lord 
is  answering." 

And  so  it  was.  Two  years  after,  v/hen  I 
had  lost  sight  of  her,  she  wrote  to  tell  me  that 
her  boy,  then  a  young  man  of  twenty,  had 
confessed  Christ,  and  soon  after  was  seized 
with  rheumatic  fever,  which  ultimately  term- 
inated in  his  death.  His  testimony  and  un- 
ceasing persuasion  to  his  sister,  who  nursed 
him  during  his  long  illness,  was  the  message 
of  God  to  her  soul ;  and  before  another  year 
had  passed  she  also  had  shown  forth  the  glad 
certainty  of  hfe  in  Christ,  and  fallen  asleep 


WAITING    FOR   DAILY  GUIDANCE.         83 


ill  Jesus,  trusting  in  lier  mother's  God.  Be- 
hold two  of  the  children  landed  on  the  shore 
beyond  Jordan,  an  evidence  of  the  faithful- 
ness of  God  to  a  believing  mother's  prayer, 
who,  though  bereaved  of  her  children,  yields 
them  up  as  pledges  of  her  Saviour's  love, 
sheltered  from  the  evil  to  come.  There  is 
no  position  of  distress  or  perplexity  in  which 
we  may  be  placed,  that  is  not  a  channel  for 
the  wonderful  working  of  the  Lord,  and 
which,  if  it  be  brought  to  Jesus,  may  not, 
if  we  wait  on  him,  explain  wherefore  it  is 
thus  with  us.  "  Wherefore  be  ye  not  un- 
wise, but  understanding  what  the  will  of 
the  Lord  is."     Eph.  v.  17. 

The  vapid  sameness  of  a  life  passed  with- 
out any  communication  from  heavenly  wis 
dom  in  earthly  care  is  dreary  indeed.  I  re 
member  calling  forth  the  contempt  of  a  pro 
fessing  Christian  lady,  by  stating  that  I  ha( 
prayed  for  a  laundress,  and  had  found  one 
The  circumstances  were  these.  I  had  em 
ployed  a  respectable  woman.  Some  of  my 
linen  for  two  or  three  successive  weeks  was 
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lost,  yet  I  did  not  doubt  the  probit}^  of  the 
woman.  Slie  insisted  that  she  was  carefnl 
in  returning  it ;  and  whether  the  loss  arose 
from  the  misconduct  or  negligence  of  the 
messenger,  or  was  abstracted  after  it  had 
reached  the  house,  it  was  impossible  to  dis- 
cover. I  became  anxious,  and  determined 
to  employ  some  other  person,  if  possible ; 
but  there  were  few  laundresses  in .  the  place. 
Three  weeks  went  by.  I  continued  pray- 
ing and  waiting,  but  no  tidings  reached  me 
of  another,  until  one  morning  I  stated  my 
want  to  a  poor  woman,  a  stranger,  who  told 
me  that  the  forsaken  wife  of  a  nav\y,  living 
in  a  cottage  a  mile  from  the  town,  had  that 
week  asked  her  to  recommend  her  as  a  laun- 
dress for  one  lady,  which  was  all  she  could 
undertake,  having  a  sick  infant  and  a  child 
of  three  years  of  age  to  care  for.  She  came 
to  me.  My  heart  was  quickly  interested  in 
the  poor  young  mother  and  the  faded  little 
one.  I  strove  to  show  her  God's  love  in  the 
leading  of  his  providence  to  help  her  in  her 
extremity.     It  was  my  happiness  to  see  her 
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believe,  and  live  in  the  love  of  the  Father 
who  had  given  his  Son,  and  the  love  of  the 
Son  who  had  given  himself,  to  secure  to  hex 
an  everlasting  portion.  It  was  well  worth 
waiting  for. 

Not  to  please  myself,  but  to  witness  to  his 
grace,  have  I  narrated  some  of  the  com- 
monest events  of  daily  life,  that  all  may  see 
that  out  of  woof  and  warp,  without  beauty 
or  comeliness,  are  woven  the  garments  of 
praise  and  the  girdles  of  gladness. 

He  who  knows  what  it  is  to  walk  with 
God  will  treasure  the  remembrance  of  every 
occasion,  of  every  object,  however  mean  in 
the  sight  of  man,  that  gained  him  a  new 
experience  of  the  all-sufficiency  of  a  special 
Saviour.  The  rod  in  the  hand  of  Moses, 
the  spear  in  the  hand  of  Joshua,  the  jaw- 
bone of  an  ass  in  the  hand  of  Sampson, 
were  nothing  in  themselves,  but  they  worked 
wonders  in  the  name  of  Him  to  whom  all 
power  belongeth. 

So  is  it  still.  The  overthrow  of  some 
darling  desire  wrings  the  cry  from  our  blind 
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hearts :  "  All  these  things  are  against  me.'* 
Yet  it  is  the  prelnde  to  the  eternal  blessings 
which  have  been  promised  to  us  from  Jacob's 
God.     I  Tim.  iv.  1 


"My  presence  shall  go  with  thee,  and  I  will  give  thee  rest." 
Exodus  xxxiii.  14. 

My  presence  shall  go  with  thee.     'Tis  enough! 
Lead  on,  my  heavenly  guide ;  though  dark  and  rough, 
Through  deepening  shadows  1  must  walk  alone, 
If  thou  couldst  e'er  forsake  thy  wandering  one. 
More,  Lord,  I  ask  not,  —  less  I  could  not  bear,  — 
Than  tread  this  desert  land,  and  know  thee  there. 
Enough  for  faith  to  hear  thy  voice,  and  see 
Thy  own  right  hand  in  love  upholding  me. 
And  should  my  spirit  fail,  let  me  retrace 
Thy  faithfulness  in  other  days,  the  grace 
That  guided  every  step,  till  I  can  say, 
God  change th  not;  he  is  the  same  to-day. 


CHAPTER  III. 


WAITING  AND   WATCHING. 


PEFORE  Eliiah  was  called  as  the  prophet 
of  the  Lord,  we  know  not  what  wait- 
ing lessons  had  prepared  him  to  stand  before 
kings  and  reprove  them.  But  we  know 
that  he  waited  long  by  the  brook  Cherith, 
far  from  human  habitation,  where  the  birds 
of  the  air,  commissioned  by  the  Lord, 
brought  him  his  daily  food,  and  he  drank  of 
the  brook  which  flowed  in  the  wilderness  for 
him. 

What  was  his  service  ?  To  obey  the  will 
of  the  Lord ;  to  remain  until  the  Master 
sent   him   to  the    widow   of   Zarephath,    to 
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bless  the  barrel  of  meal  and  the  cruse  of  oil, 
and  to  raise  and  give  back  the  dead  son  to 
the  arms  of  the  mourning  mother. 

That  wilderness  sojourn  alone  with  God 
was  but  a  preparation  for  a  yet  greater  dis- 
play of  the  power  of  Him  whose  prophet  he 
was.  The  Lord  had  already  shown  him  his 
favor  in  the  acceptance  of  the  burnt-offer- 
ing. Yet  even  when  at  his  word  fire  de- 
scended from  heaven  and  consumed  the  two 
fifties  and  their  captains,  the  Lord  had  still 
to  bid  him  "  Fear  not."  The  position  of 
Elijah  by  the  brook  Cherith  is  wholly  un- 
hke  the  one  of  which  it  is  significantly  writ- 
ten, "  He  Idmself  went  a  day's  journey  into 
the  wilderness."  I  Kings  xix.  4.  The 
sojourn  by  the  brook  was  a  preparation  for 
service  ;  the  forty  days'  lonely  travel  was 
suffered  to  reveal  a  deeper  knowledge  of 
his  own  weakness  and  failure,  and  was 
the  precursor  of  a  manifestation  of  God  him- 
self to  his  servant,  and  a  prehminary  to  the 
chariot  of  fire. 

The    time    had    not    arrived    when    the 
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widow's  lieart,  wrung  by  the  famine,  sliould 
be  rejoiced  by  tlie  kindness  of  the  Lord  in 
sustaining  her  through  the  barrel  of  meal 
that  wasted  not,  and  the  cruse  of  oil  that 
failed  not.  The  set  time  was  not  yet  for  the 
depth  of  the  mother's  heart  to  be  agonized 
with  her  sense  of  sin  ;  but  when  all  things 
were  ready,  the  brook  which  flowed  through 
the  wilderness  for  the  lonely  man  dried  up, 
and  the  word  of  the  Lord  came  to  Elijah  to 
depart  on  the  service  to  which  he  was  un- 
consciously appointed. 

The  blessings  of  the  new  dispensation  are 
woven  like  golden  threads  through  the  old, 
and  the  prophet,  welcomed  as  the  servant 
of  the  Lord,  leaves  the  blessing  of  the  New 
Covenant  in  the  house  of  the  stranG^er. 

The  cup  of  cold  water  is  literally  the  com- 
mencement of  the  special  dealing  with  the 
widow  of  Zarephath,  and  receives  the  like 
reward  promised  by  the  Master,  Matt.  x.  40 . 
"  He  that  receiveth  you  receiveth  me,  and 
he  that  receiveth  me  receiveth  him  that  sent 
me."     She   had   received   liim  as   "  sent  of 
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God  ;  "  and  tliougli  lie  seemed  to  bring  sor- 
row to  her  house,  yet  it  was  the  "sorrow 
after  a  godly  sort,"  to  be  turned  into  a  joy 
with  which  a  stranger  intermeddleth  not. 

Elijah  was  a  man  subject  to  like  passions 
as  we  are.  His  fears  and  failure  did  not 
bring  him  into  the  position  of  punishment 
when  he  was  placed  in  those  desert  soh- 
tudes.  It  was  there  he  experienced  the 
power  and  presence  of  the  Lord  of  hosts. 
It  was  there  in  waiting  that  he  served,  there 
in  believing  that  he  was  established. 

There  are  seasons  when  every  door  by 
which  we  would  go  forth  closes  as  we  ap- 
proach it ;  every  effort  to  serve,  in  our  own 
way,  is  abortive.  When  it  is  so  w^ith  you, 
*'  take  heed  and  be  quiet :  fear  not,  neither 
be  faint-hearted."     Elijah's  God  is  yours. 

Do  you  think  God  has  forgotten  to  be 
gracious,  because  you  have  no  active  service? 

God  never  forgets  mercy  and  loving  kind- 
ness. He  knows  that  self-dependence  and 
success  would  soon  leave  his  bright  gold 
dim.     Helplessness  and  inactivity  in  desert 
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places  are  part  of  tlie  education  of  liis  spir- 
itual child ;  not  of  nature  and  time,  but  of 
grace  and  eternity. 

Who  placed  you  just  where  you  are? 
Who  closes  every  door  by  which  you  would 
gladly  go  forth  and  labor  ?     It  is  the  Lord. 

Oh  to  reahze  this ;  and  so  to  realize  it  that 
these  waiting  hours,  so  far  from  being  lost 
time,  shall  become  the  seed-time  of  the 
soul's  more  fruitful  season !  Like  Elijah, 
heart-sick  and  weary,  you  may  turn  from 
the  promises  that  once  sustained  you  and 
cry,  "  Let  me  die."  No,  no  !  "  Arise,  and 
eat ;  for  the  journey  is  too  great  for  thee." 
You  are  in  the  wilderness,  a  mark  for  Satan's 
assaults  and  Satan's  wiles ;  but  you  are  not 
too  far  for  protection  and  deliverance.  If 
the  prayer  of  your  sad  heart  be  denied  it  is 
denied  for  the  glory  of  the  Father.  Elijah, 
hopeless  and  lonely,  would  once  have  died, 
and  left  his  work  undone ;  but  so  shall  not 
you.  Fear  not  obstacles  which  arise,  or  dan- 
gers which  threaten.  God  is  mighter  than 
they,  and  he  has  placed  you  here  to  receive 


92  WAITING  HOURS. 

tlie  blessiug  he  has  promised  for  them  that 
follow  him. 

Only  believe.  If  a  child  forgets  the  obedi- 
ence of  a  child,  and  takes  the  position  of  a 
willful  servant,  he  must  not  expect  to  realize 
the  power  and  presence  of  him  who  has 
promised  to  show  him  the  way  he  shall  go, 
and  the  thing  he  shall  do. 

If  a  father  has  commanded  liis  son  to  re- 
main at  home,  and  alone,  without  assigning 
any  reason,  and  the  son  chooses  from  the 
love  of  labor  to  go  forth  and  work  in  the 
fields,  is  it  pleasing  to  the  father  ?  Could  he 
not  have  sent  a  servant  fitted  for  the  work 
had  he  required  it,  while  the  son  waited  for 
the  command  of  the  king,  whose  messenger 
he  was ?  "In  quietness  and  in  confidence 
shall  be  your  strength:  and  ye  would  not." 
Isa.  XXX.  15. 

The  submissive  spirit  of  the  child  trusts 
to  the  Father's  wisdom  and  believes  in  the 
Father's  love,  and  accepts  the  place  allotted 
him,  knowing  that  it  is  good  to  wait  on 
him. 
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The  Lord  calls  many  of  his  messengers 
from  the  desert  to  bear  testimony,  or  do  that 
which  he  has  appointed  them ;  and  if  they 
are  following  Mm,  and  obeying  his  will,  his 
work  is  dearer  to  them  than  their  own. 
They  will  be  ready  to  return  to  soHtude,  or 
sickness,  or  whatsoever  he  has  appointed, 
knowing  that  he  will  call  them  when  the 
time  is  come.  He  will  not  forget  his  wait- 
ing servants.  But  if  they  are  out  of  the 
place  he  has  appointed,  it  proves  that  they 
are  unmeet  for  the  message,  the  importance 
of  which  they  cannot  estimate ;  and  their 
failure  will  cause  them  an  eternal  loss. 

When  David's  harp  is  no  longer  required 
to  soothe  the  troubled  soul  of  Saul,  he  re- 
turns to  his  sheep  in  the  wilderness,  waiting 
until  the  set  time  is  fully  come  to  use  the 
3ling  and  the  stone,  in  the  sight  of  his  scorn- 
ful brethren,  and  in  the  face  of  the  boastful 
Philistines.  Our  teaching  is  from  faith  to 
faith,  and  from  strength  to  strength.  There 
were  encounter?,  in  those  Judean  mountains 
for   the   young    champion   of    Israel.      The 
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lion  aucl  the  bear  must  first  be  slain,  wiih 
none  to  behold  but  the  living  God,  T\"ho  has 
the  strength  and  shield  of  his  servant,  and 
whose  might  should  make  the  shepherd's 
sling  and  stone  more  formidable  than  the 
well-ordered  army  of  Israel.  ( i  Sam.  xvii. 
24.)  The  training  and  teaching  of  his  mes- 
sengers the  Lord  retains  in  his  own  hand. 
He  has  promised  b)  lead  them  about,  and 
instruct  them,  and  keep  them  as  the  apple 
of  his  eye. 

If  the  desire  of  your  heart  be  Jesus  —  to 
follow  him,  to  be  his  messenger,  with  a 
deeper  comprehension  of  himself — then  you 
must  be  content  to  suffer,  if  you  would 
serve.  "  What  I  teU  you  in  darkness,  that 
speak  ye  in  Hght :  and  what  ye  hear  in  the 
ear,  that  preach  ye  upon  the  housetops." 
Matt.  X.  27.  The  Lord  did  not  give  any  of 
his  disciples  immunity  from  suffering.  They 
were  to  proclaim  the  gospel,  to  be  witnesses 
of  what  they  had  heard  and  seen  ;  they  were 
to  have  no  strange  god  within.  He  who 
knows  the  timid  heart  with  whic;h  he  lias  to 
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deal,  in.  every  phase  of  loving  consideration 
bids  them  "  Fear  not."  Isaiah  xhii.  2,  3 
10  ;  xHv.  2,  8.  But  there  was  no  promise 
that  they  should  be  protected  from  sickness 
or  danger.  They  were  more  frequently  de- 
livered out  of  trouble  (Ps.  xci.  15),  that  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  might  appear.  Paid 
preached  in  his  bonds,  and  Peter  saw  won- 
ders in  his  prison  that  he  never  saw  else- 
where ;  and  when  we  open  the  marvelous 
book  of  Revelation,  it  is  not  to  read  the 
complaints  of  a  captive,  but  the  record  of 
the  most  sublime  manifestation  of  glory  and 
power  ever  made  to  the  sons  of  men.  To 
whom  ?  To  the  disciple  whom  Jesus  loved  ! 
"  A  brother  and  companion  in  tribulation, 
and  in  the  kingdom  and  patience  of  Jesus 
Christ,  who  was  in  the  isle  that  is  called 
Patmos,  for  the  word  of  God,  and  for  the 
testimony  of  Jesus  Christ."  The  promise 
of  the  Master  who  calls  you  (Acts  i.  7,  8)  is 
not  canceled  ;  and  if  we  wait  for  him,  and 
the  desire  of  our  souls  is  his  name  and  the 
remembrance  of  liim,  we  shall  surely  hear 
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his  voice,  saying,  "  Whom  shall  we  send  '  " 
Oh  to  be  able  to  reply  with  clean  hands  and 
an  upright  heart,  "  Here  am  I ;  send  me  !  " 

In  one  of  my  desert  journeyings  I  was 
longing  to  fly  from  those  among  whom  I 
found  neither  fellowship  nor  service,  sup- 
posing, in  my  ignorance,  that  a  j^lace  with- 
out testimony  or  service  was  no  place  for 
me.  Each  time  I  strove  to  make  arrange- 
ments to  leave  I  was  disappointed ;  and  at 
length,  when  the  way  seemed  to  open,  I  was 
laid  low  with  fever,  which  for  five  weeks 
kept  me  a  prisoner  in  the  third  story  of  a 
lofty  hotel.  But  though  a  place  of  suffer- 
ing, it  had  at  least  the  advantage  of  remov- 
ino:  me  from  those  whose  hardness  and  an- 
tagonism  kept  me  in  a  state  of  mental  dis- 
tress. Here  I  learned  something  of  desert 
teaching,  although  I  have  profited  so  little 
by  it.  I  was  content  at  last  to  be  there, 
just  where  the  hand  of  the  Lord  had  placed 
me,  alone  in  a  strange  land,  separated  from 
all  whose  love  and  fellowship  in  the  Living 
Head  would  have  soothed  or  comforted  my 
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heart,  or  strengthened  my  hand.  I  was  led 
on  from  doing  my  will,  which  is  oftea 
naturally  active  service,  to  a  desire  to  suffer 
the  will  of  the  Lord  in  waiting  his  time  ;. 
and  tliis  must  be  learned  sooner  or  later,  if 
we  are  to  see  the  glory  of  God. 

Circumstances  led  me  to  ask  him  for  a 
more  airy  and  commodious  chamber ;  and 
the  change  to  one  with  a  pleasant  balcony 
overlooking  a  wide  expanse  of  mountain,, 
plain,  and  sea,  revived  my  spirits.  As  I 
praised  liim  and  asked  for  his  blessing  in  my 
new  room,  there  came  such  an  unmistakable 
sense  of  his  presence,  that,  had  I  before  en- 
tertained any  doubt  as  to  my  position,  it 
would  have  fled  ;  for  the  Lord  does  not  so 
meet  his  children  when  they  are  "  out  of  the 
way." 

Amid  my  supplication  came  the  yearning 
cry  of  Abraham  —  '*  What  wilt  thou  give 
me,  seeing  I  go  childless  ?  "  ^s  I  sat  before 
him  to  know  how  this  recovered  peace,  this 
full  heart-happiness,  was  to  be  used,  it  came- 
to  my  mind  that  I  must  dress  and  go  to  the; 
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general  dinner-table,  from  wliicli  I  liacl  been 
many  weeks  absent. 

I  was  weak  and  nervous,  and  when  I 
I'eached  the  ante-room,  I  paused  to  pray  that 
the  Lord  would  be  very  present  with  me ; 
that  if  I  Avere  called  to  speak  of  him  and  for 
him,  he  would  place  me  near  whomsoever 
he  had  chosen,  and  incline  their  ears  to  Lis- 
ten. I  hoped  it  might  not  be  an  entire 
stranger;  but  my  heart  dwelling  on  the 
mercies  of  the  past,  I  felt  I  could  trust  him. 
Many  of  the  familiar  faces  I  had  formerly 
3aiown  had  departed,  and  strangers  occupied 
their  j^laces.  The  same  chair  Avas  allotted  to 
me  as  when  I  last  d.ined  there — rejected 
and  despised  by  those  who  hated  the  Lord. 

One  seat  near  to  me  remained  vacant,  and 
while  I  marveled  at  ih^Pr^  ^'j  was  taken  by  an 
officer,  whose  fine,  "^^ark,  and  intelligent  face, 
and  courteous  bearing,  distinguished  him 
from  those  around.  He  was  not  alone, 
which  made  the  difficulty  of  addressmg  him 
the  greater;  but  Jesus  was  there,  and  he 
was  teaching  me  to  wait,  until  tlie  door  was 
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opened  tliat  no  man  can  shut.  My  neigiibor 
spoke  of  the  opera  and  the  theater,  evi- 
dently rather  for  the  purpose  of  opening  a 
conversation.  There  was  a  shadow  on  his 
face  as  though  pre-occupied,  and  his  voice 
betrayed  suppressed  emotion.  When  he 
paused,  I  told  him  of  my  pleasures  ;  of  the 
treasures  laid  up  for  those  who  find  their 
rest  in  a  very  present  God,  and  the  riches  of 
his  grace  in  Christ  Jesus.  At  first  his 
silence  pained  me  ;  but  as  I  glanced  at  him, 
I  Avas  conscious  that,  though  his  eyes  seemed 
fixed  upon  some  distant  object,  he  was  both 
listening  to  and  pondering  my  words.  Long 
he  lingered  at  that  crowded  table,  amid  the 
jar  of  strange  tongues,  and  light  and  flippant 
phrases.  The  God  of  the  whole  earth  was 
wooing  the  heart  of  the  stranger ;  and  who 
can  withstand  him  ? 

We  stood  face  to  face  for  our  last  parting 
words,  and  then  it  was  my  turn  to  hsten, 
and  before  we  had  separated,  I  realized 
something  of  the  eternal  joy  "  laid  up  "  in 
everlasting  habitations  for  them  that   "  fol- 
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low  tlie  Lamb  whithersoever  he  goeth." 
He  told  me  that  heart  and  mind  had  gone 
through  such  fierce  conflict,  that  even 
health  had  given  way  beneath  the  over- 
whelming flood;  but  "the  Spirit  of  the 
Lord  had  lifted  up  a  standard  against  it," 
and  he  had  met  with  a  solution  by  simple 
faith.  Where  ?  At  the  public  table  of  a 
wayside  inn  in  a  foreign  land. 

These  last  ^vords  of  hearty  thanksgiving, 
so  sweet  to  the  heart  of  Jesus,  I  know  were 
echoed  by  the  "  shining  ones "  and  the 
"  Avatchers  "  of  the  heirs  of  salvation,  and 
amid  principalities  and  powers  in  heavenly 
places  the  God  of  grace  was  magnified. 

Had  I  been  faithful  in  all  that  the  Lord 
guided  me  to  do  for  one  dear  to  him,  I 
should  have  been  preserved  from  many  a 
sorrowful  pang,  and  have  known  more  of 
his  loving  kindness  and  tender  mercy;  but  I 
failed.  The  fear  of  man,  which  bringeth  a 
snare,  and  unbelief,  "  the  sin  Avhich  doth  so 
easily  beset  us,"  left  me  shadowed  in  my 
soul,    and    bereft    of    peace    and    gladness. 
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And  now  it  was  not  waiting  time  under  the 
wing  of  Jehovah,  as  before,  but  waiting 
under  the  shadow  of  failure,  which  be- 
wilders the  spiritual  faculties,  until  faith, 
renewed  by  the  Holy  Spirit's  power,  beholds 
the  blood  upon  the  mercy-seat,  and  the  High 
Priest  by  the  altar.     Heb.  iv.  15,  16. 

Daniel  in  the  lion's  den,  and  the  king 
waiting  for  the  morning,  present  a  striking 
contrast  between  the  man  who  knows  the 
God  of  Jacob  as  his  ver}^  present  help,  and 
)ne  who  knows  him  not.  Daniel,  resting  on 
the  power  and  love  of  him  who  was  with 
him  in  the  den  of  lions,  passes  the  midnight 
in  peacefid  security,  though  surrounded  by 
danger ;  while  Darius,  where  no  danger 
was,  with  all  that  rank  and  riches  could  be- 
stow, Tv^as  anxious  and  fearful,  watching  for 
the  dawn. 

If  the  presence  of  the  Beloved  is  ob- 
scured, and  the  inner  light  has  become  dark- 
ness, the  soul  will  be  tormented  by  the 
imagination,  writhing  under  the  fiery  darts 
of  the  Wicked  One  :  so  that  when  we  are 
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cliastenecl  for  sin  odious  in  the  sight  of  a 
holy  God,  it  is  to  save  us  from  sorrow  and 
estrangement,  that  we  may  remember  liis 
covenant,  and  how  bitter  a  thing  it  is  to  de- 
part from  the  living  God. 

The  terrible  Avar  that  shook  Europe,  and 
sent  vibrations  through  thousands  of  happy 
households,  gathered  in  one  appalling  battle 
three  mighty  nations  in  one  death  struggle, 
and  summoned  the  young  soldier  to  the 
field.  The  telegram  which  announced  his 
call  overwhelmed  me  with  dismay.  I  shrank 
before  the  suggestion  of  Satan,  that  by  my 
fault  a  soul  would  perish,  that  the  past  was 
an  illusion  ;  and  the  future  I  could  not  look 
upon,  until,  in  some  measure,  I  had  realized 
the  ''  the  covenant  ordered  in  all  things  and 
sure." 

And  now,  heeding  nothing  but  the  re- 
membrance of  my  own  failure,  all  fear  of 
man  was  lost  in  a  desperate  effort  to  write, 
and,  if  possible,  to  be  assured  that  life 
eternal  had  begun  for  him  to  whom  God  had 
sent  me.     With  this  poor  effort  to  redeem 
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the  past  came  back  tlie  smile  of  the  BlIovccI, 
and  on  the  eve  of  the  battle  there  arrived  a 
few  lines  of  blessino^  and  farewell,  which  I 
knew  were  guided  by  his  God  aiid  my  God 
to  speak  peace  to  my  soul  —  and  tlnjy  did 
so.  And  herein  he  taught  me  that  there 
is  no  service  begun  in  his  name  that  does 
not  carry  its  influence  throughout  eternity. 
"  We  walk  by  faith,  not  hy  sight ;  "  and 
though  the  object  that  once  drew  forth  our 
solicitude  and  prayer  may  be  hidden  from 
us,  it  is  beneath  the  eye  that  never  slumbers 
nor  sleeps,  ''but  runneth  to  and  fro  upon 
the  earth."  His  power  alone  first  drew  our 
hearts  to  serve  :  his  wisdom  guided  our 
way  ;  his  blessing  can  alone  cause  it  to  pros- 
per ;  and  we  must  follow  it  in  faith. 

When  the  Hebrew  mother  cast  her  child 
upon  the  waters  of  the  Nile,  she  watched 
what  should  become  of  him,  and  waited ; 
and  I  am  more  convinced  than  ever  of  the 
eternal  loss  to  those  who  do  not  bear  in 
mind  that  one  sent  of  God  does  not  deliver 
his  message  by  a  single  act  of  faith  alone, 


104  WAITING  HOUBS. 

but  in  waiting  and  watching  "until  the  Lord 
himself  has  completed  his  work. 

But  for  my  lack  of  faith  and  courage,  the 
Lord  might  have  used  me  for  the  strengthen- 
ing of  the  soul  he  gave — nay,  he  would 
liave  done  so  —  and  as  I  sat  before  him,  and 
loiew  his  faithless  servant  forgiven,  I  cried 
for  life  for  the  young  soldier ;  and  in  one  of 
those  hours  of  fellowship  and  reunion  with 
hun  who  spake  to  Abraham  face  to  face,  I 
received  the  assurance  that  my  prayer  was 
heard,  and  that  the  buclder  of  the  Lord 
should  be  over  the  life  that  I  trusted  to  him, 
who  had  given  me  the  assurance  of  the 
Eternal  One.  Often  while  that  strife  raged, 
and  no  tidings  reached  us  of  its  issue,  I  was 
compelled  to  leave  the  letter  1  was  writing, 
the  book  I  was  reading,  in  which  the  cove- 
nant of  God  shone  forth  like  stars  at  mid- 
night, and  throwing  myself  before  him,  re- 
mind him  of  the  promise  I  had  received 
again  and  again  from  himself  that  this  life, 
precious  in  liis  sight,  should  be  covered  with 
the  shield  of  the  Lord ;  and  it  was  so. 
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One  day,  wheu  harassed  by  temptation, 
and  weary  with  "  the  contradiction  of  sin- 
ners "  who  despised  my  Master,  I  was  drawn 
to  his  feet.  He  willed  me  to  be  there  with 
renewed  supplications  for  the  life  he  had 
already  given  to  me.  Then  came  the  long- 
ing desire  that  he  also  should  know,  in  the 
din  of  the  battle,  that  One  mightier  than 
the  mightiest  was  there,  that  God  was  his 
defense.  No  sooner  had  the  thought  formed 
itself  into  prayer,  than  a  flood  of  Scripture 
flowed  with  power  into  my  mind.  And  as 
distinct  and  .clear  as  the  Word  of  God  be- 
neath my  hand  came  the  command  to  write, 
and  the  promise  that  the  letter  should  reach 
him  in  safety. 

Oh,  these  are  moments  of  great  and  rich 
compensation,  when  we  behold  for  awhile 
the  glory  of  God  as  seen  in  the  face  of 
Jesus  Christ,  and  forget  the  sorrows  of  the 
way! 

So  I  wrote ;  and  the  letter  sent  of  God 
remains  as  one  of  those  mysterious  testimo- 
nies  of   his  power   and   love.     The   young 
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officer  liad  excliangecl  into  anotliei  regiment. 
I  knew  no  address  beyond  tlie  one  in  the 
caj)ital,  which  had  found  him  in  the  time  of 
peace  ;  and  now,  during  the  fiercest  onset  of 
the  enemy,  with  the  dead  and  dying  around 
Mm,  the  balls  of  the  enemy  falling  fast  and 
thick,  amid  the  roar  of  cannon  and  blinding 
smoke,  came  the  word  of  the  Lord  through 
a  once  faithless  messenger,  again  girded  for 
service ,  ''I  mil  surely  deliver  thee,  and 
thou  shalt  not  fall  by  the  sword,  but  thy  life 
shall  be  for  a  prey  unto  thee  :  because  thou 
hast  put  thy  trust  in  me,  saith  the  Lord." 
Jer.  xxxix.  18.  This  single  text  was  the 
key-note  of  the  letter  I  had  committed  to 
him ;  and  I  waited  —  waited  to  see  what 
would  become  of  it. 

Around  the  mountain  home,  to  which  the 
Lord  had  unmistakably  led  me,  the  snow 
had  begun  to  fall  —  not  as  in  our  English 
winters,  fitfully,  and  at  intervals  with  storm 
and  wind,  but  steadily,  quietly,  not  melting 
away,  being  unaffected  by  atmospheric  in- 
fluences ;  and  so  it  continued  to  fall,  until 


WAITING   AND   WATCHING.  107 

the  clouds  dispersed,  leaving  a  white  wilder- 
ness around. 

.  The  glaciers  in  their  blue  light  now 
sparkled  beneath  the  bright  rays  of  the 
sun;  the  vast  Alps,  tinged  at  sunset  with 
that  faint  rose  hue,  gave  an  indescribable 
beauty  to  the  mountains  far  and  near.  In 
some  instances  a  waterfall  burst  through  the 
snow ;  and  the  glittering  icicles,  falling  fi^om 
the  feathery  branches  of  the  larch  and  pine, 
left  them  standing  out,  strong  and  black, 
against  the  cloudless  blue  sky.  Not  a  breath 
of  wind  broke  the  dead  calm ;  not  a  sound 
came  over  the  wide  deserted  fields  of  snow, 
save  the  tinkle  of  the  cattle  bells.  It 
seemed  that  God  had  shut  me  up.  My 
Alpine  dwelling  became  "a  little  sanc- 
tuary." The  thorns  of  the  wilderness 
hedged  me  around.  And  here  I  was  led  to 
consider  that  I  had  prayed  for  an  experi- 
mental knowledge  of  fellowship  according 
to  John  xiv.,  and  doubtless  he  had  ordained 
to  answer  my  prayer.  There  rose  before  me 
people  I  had  met  and  lost  sight  of ;  strangers 
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I  had  spoken  to  for  mj  Master,  in  mj  fif- 
teen gears'  journey  towards  the  "many  man- 
sions ; "  servants  of  the  Lord  laid  upon  my 
heart  for  prayer,  many  of  whom  I  havp 
never  seen  in  the  flesh,  whom  I  never  expect 
to  l}ehold  until  the  manifestation  of  the  sons 
of  God  —  my  spiritual  children ;  friends 
dearly  beloved  and  longed  for ;  books  run- 
ning to  and  fro  upon  the  earth ;  letters 
written  and  forgotten ;  warnings  given  and 
rejected ;  and  then,  over  and  above  all,  the 
cry  of  my  soul  for  those  appointed  to  die, 
for  the  wounded,  the  dying,  the  broken- 
hearted, the  scattered  households,  fruits  of 
that  terrible  war. 

And  the  letter  ?  My  letter  !  Nay,  God's 
letter.  I  had  written  it  for  him.  I  had 
committed  it  to  him.  Will  it  be  lost  ?  \Yill 
the  hand  which  should  unfold  it  be  cold  and 
stiffened  in  death  ?  Will  the  eye  be  glazed 
that  should  have  looked  upon  it  ?  Who 
should  tell  me  if  it  were  so  ?  Who  shall 
tell  its  fate  ?  It  will  be  asked.  Did  I  realize 
its  safety?     Yes.     When  I  was  nearest  to 
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the  Lord,  when  I  walked  "  in  the  light,  as 
he  is  in  the  light,"  I  was  assured  at  that 
moment  the  life  I  had  prayed  for  was  mine, 
and  the  letter  was  on  its  way  to  him,  whose 
li\dng  eye  would  read  the  word  of  the  Lord 
On  that  wide  battle-field  more  than  one  1 
had  known  were  exposed  to  danger  and 
death.  One  soul  alone  seemed  specially 
committed  to  me,  and  he  was  safe  beneath 
the  wings  of  Jehovah.  A  thousand  might 
fall  at  his  side,  and  ten  thousand  at  his  right 
hand ;  but  the  bullet  winged  with  destruc- 
tion, or  the  sword  uplifted  to  slay,  could  not 
come  nigh  him  ;  for  the  Lord  had  promised 
it.  And  at  such  times  I  was  able  to  praise  ; 
for  I  believed  that  which  I  had  no  means  at 
the  time  to  certify. 

I  waited  for  an  answer.  A  week  went 
by ;  and  then  I  had  a  return  of  the  malady 
^hich  had  been  the  messenger  to  carry  me 
from  my  own  country,  and  now  compelled 
me  to  quit  my  Alpine  home  without  a  day's 
delay.  My  reluctance  to  depart  arose  pi-in- 
cipally  from  the  dread  of  thus  forfeiting  my 


110  WAITING  HOUES. 

only  probable  prospect  of  ascertaining  the 
reception  of  my  letter. 

Thus  when  the  Lord  bids  us,  "  Call  unto 
me,  and  I  will  ....  show  thee  great  and 
mighty  things,  which  thou  knowest  not " 
(Jer.  xxxiii.  3),  we  cry  like  fiightened  chil- 
dren, because  he  has  set  this  honor  upon  us, 
to  deal  with  us  as  sons,  not  as  servants,  to 
share  with  us  his  counsels,  and  reveal  to  us 
more  of  his  unsearchable  wisdom  and  love ; 
we  loathe  "  the  light  food  of  the  wilder- 
ness," and  sigh  for  the  flesh-pots  of  Egypt, 
the  tangible  things  of  time  and  sense,  in  the 
house  of  bondage  out  of  which  he  hath  de- 
livered us. 

My  journey  could  only  be  accomplished 
by  short  stages.  I  had  no  certain  dwelling- 
place,  and  there  appeared  little  probability 
of  reliable  information,  even  of  the  issue  of 
the  war,  still  less  of  the  security  of  my 
Letter. 

By  the  grace  of  God,  I  was  able  to  cast 
all  m}^  care  on  him.  I  had  striven  to  follow 
him  —  to  know  his  will,  and  to  do  it ;  and 
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the  result  I  left  until  that  day  wheu  every 
secret  thing  shall  be  brought  into  judgment, 
whether  it  be  good  or  whether  it  be  evil. 

My  prayer  turned  into  praise.  I  reached 
one  of  the  Italian  cities,  not  knowing  if  1 
should  live  to  leave  it.  The  following: 
morning  was  placed  in  my  hand  the  answer 
to  my  letter,  from  the  battle-field,  v/ithin  a 
few  days  of  the  termination  of  that  disas- 
trous war. 

Untouched  by  the  enemy,  amid  the 
slaughter  around  him,  with  friend  and  com- 
rade fallen  at  his  side — unharmed  by  the 
pestilence  that  walked  at  noonday,  the 
young  officer,  unscathed,  could  say,  ''  The 
Lord  of  hosts  is  with  us.  The  God  of 
Jacob  is  our  refuge.  O  God,  the  Lord,  the 
strength  of  my  salvation,  thou  hast  covered 
my  head  in  the  day  of  battle  !  "  The  mar- 
velous way  in  which  the  letter  had  reached 
him  was  little  less  remarkable  than  the 
reply  which  had  followed  me.  That  penciled 
letter  did  not  glitter  among  the  trophies 
gathered  fi'om  the  field,  stained  with  blood, 
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to  be  watered  with  tears  ;  but  it  was  "laid 
up  befoie  the  Lord,"  precious  in  the  sight 
of  his  feeble  messenger ;  and  oh  I  how 
precious  is  the  sight  of  the  God  of  Jacob, 
the  hearer  and  answerer  of  prayer. 

THE  WAY  OF  THE  LORD. 

"I  will  instruct  thee  and  teach  thee  in  the  way  which  thou 
shaltgo;  I  Avill  guide  thee  with  mine  eye.  Be  ye  not  as  the 
horse,  or  as  the  mule,  which  have  no  understanding;  whose 
mouth  must  be  held  in  with  bit  and  bridle,  lest  they  come  near 
unto  thee."  — Psalm  xxxii.  8,  9 

FATHER,  for  pleasant  patlis  on  earth 

My  spirit  yearnetli  not ;   ' 
For  loving  kindred's  clasping  hands, 

And  home,  I  ask  thee  not. 
Lighten  mine  eyes,  that  I  may  read 

Thy  will,  where'er  I  be. 
And  from  each  passing  hour  receive 

A  message.  Lord,  from  thee. 

Lead  me  to  seek  with  patient  prayer 

Thy  counsel  for  my  stay, 
And  look  to  thee  to  guide  my  steps 

In  thine  appointed  way; 
With  glad  and  grateful  heart  accept 

The  work  thy  wisdom  wills, 
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And  bless  the  hand  that  all  In  love 

My  cuiD  of  sorrow  fills. 
Show  me  the  path  that  I  should  take, 

What  heart  to  cheer  or  bless, 
Even  as  I  would  ask  of  thee 

For  comfort  in  distress ; 
Content  to  share  in  others'  joys 

And  if  this  may  not  be, 
Still  happy  that  my  checkered  lot 

Was  chosen.  Lord,  by  thee. 


.^^^^^^^^ 


CHAPTER  IV. 

WAITING  rOH   SERVICE. 

/fr^  OD'S  chosen  witnesses,  separated  in  his 
^»j^  sovereignty,  and  anointed  by  the  Holy 
Spirit  for  Avorlv  and  warfare,  have  to  watch 
and  wait  before  they  gain  an  intelhgent 
understanding  of  the  position  assigned  them 
by  the  Lord  ;  and  many  a  one,  accepted  and 
known  of  Him,  is  unacknowledged  or  de- 
spised of  man. 

Even  the  prophet, '  when  sent  of  God  to 
anoint  a  king  in  the  place  of  Saul,  who  was 
rejected,  judged  by  the  sight  of  his  natura] 
eyes ;  and  looking  upon  the  first-born  ol 
Jesse,  the  tall  and  comely  Eliab,  he  at  once 
supposed  that  the  Lord's  anointed  was  be- 
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fore  liim.  But  not  from  among  the  warlike 
followers  of  Saul  had  the  Lord  elected  the 
future  king  and  leader  of  his  people,  who 
was  to  shadow  forth  our  divine  Shepherd- 
King.  It  was  the  youngest  of  the  family  — 
the  stripling  shepherd  —  whom  God  had 
chosen  as  the  future  captain  of  his  people 
Israel. 

How  often  we  have  heard  the  observation, 
*'  If  only  such  an  one  were  converted,  what 
a  valuable  laborer  would  he  prove  in  the 
vineyard ! " 

This  is  like  Samuel  judging  after  the 
sight  of  the  eyes.  The  very  strength  and 
endowments  of  the  natural  man  are  not  un 
fi'equently  as  a  citadel  fortified  against  the 
spiritual  nature,  and  they  have  to  be  subju- 
gated, and  perhaps  destroyed,  before  the 
Lord  can  reign  in  the  temple  he  has  or- 
dained for  his  own  glory  ;  for  ''  flesh  and 
blood  cannot  inherit  the  kingdom  of  God, 
neither  doth  corruption  inherit  incorrup- 
tion."  The  vessel  set  apart  for  the  Master's 
use  will  bear  upon  its  chiseled  surface  tha 
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mark  of  the  Master's  hand,  and  eveiy  stroke 
is  ahieroglyphic  of  deep  meaning  to  the  ob- 
servant soul ;  read  here  in  the  partial  unveil- 
ing of  his  purposes  of  love,  to  be  seen  here- 
after in  its  full  beauty  and  glory. 

What  fierce  assaults  have  such  to  bear, 
what  desperate  conflicts,  what  casting  away 
of  treasures  the  world  prizes,  or  even  our 
brethren  esteem,  before  the  chosen  vessel 
can  be  used  in  the  heavenly  kingdom ! 
Many  poor,  weak,  infirm,  and  unlettered, 
set  at  nought  like  the  stone  which  the 
builders  rejected,  are  yet  ordained  by  God 
to  be  among  the  athletes  in  the  kingdom. 
For  to-day,  as  in  the  day  of  the  prophet 
Samuel,  "  the  Lord  seeth  not  as  man  seeth  ; 
for  man  looketh  on  the  outward  appearance, 
but  the  Lord  looketh  on  the  heart." 

Many  may  be  gathered  together  for  sacri- 
fice in  sight  of  the  world,  yet  the  chosen 
vessel  may  not  be  among  them.  Like  David, 
with  his  father's  sheep  in  the  wilderness, 
there  is,  may-be,  one  whose  secret  life  has 
been  a  preparation  for  the  position  to  which 
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he  is  suddenly  called,  not  by  man,  but  by 
God  —  one  whose  conflicts  are  known  only 
to  liim  who  has  delivered  his  servant  out  of 
ihe  fangs  of  the  lion  ready  to  devour,  and 
out  of  the  fierce  embrace  of  the  bear,  and 
of  whose  victories  the  world  has  heard 
nothing. 

The  Lord  might  have  protected  his  ser- 
vant from  these  dangers,  but  he  did  not. 
He  delivered  him  out  of  them,  that  he  might 
trust  in  the  same  Almighty  strength  in  his 
encounter  with  the  champion  of  the  Philis- 
tines in  the  sight  of  two  armies,  and  in  all 
the  varied  trials  of  his  future  life.  He 
woidd  be  thus  led  to  look  for  the  presence 
and  strength  of  the  Lord  of  hosts,  who 
''  giveth  power  to  the  faint ;  and  to  them 
that  have  no  might  he  increaseth  strength. 
Even  the  youths  shall  faint  and  be  weary, 
and  the  young  men  shall  utterl}^  fall :  but 
they  that  wait  upon  the  Lord  shall  renew 
their  strength ;  they  shall  mount  up  with 
wings  as  eagles ;  they  shall  run,  and  not  be 
weary  ;  and  they  shall  walk,  and  not  faint." 
Isaiah  xl.  29-31. 
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Many  a  waiting  hour  was  needful  to  en 
rich  the  harp  of  David,  and  many  a  waiting 
hour  in  the  wilderness  will  gather  frr  us  a 
psabn  of  ''  thanksgiving,  and  the  voice  of 
me]r)dy,"  to  cheer  the  hearts  of  fainting 
ones  here  below,  and  to  make  glad  our 
Father's  house  on  high.  What  was  the 
preparation  of  the  son  of  Jesse  for  the  songs 
like  unto  which  none  have  ever  sounded  on 
this  earth  !^  The  outrage  of  the  wicked, 
which  brought  forth  cries  for  God's  help. 
Then  the  faint  hope  in  God's  goodness  blos- 
somed into  a  song  of  rejoicing  for  his  mighty 
deliverance  and  manifold  mercies !  Every 
sorrow  was  another  string  to  his  harp  ;  every 
deliverance  another  theme  for  praise.  The 
vicissitudes  that  would  have  silenced  any 
other  bard,  or  unstrung  harp  that  God  had 
not  put  into  his  hand,  only  enriched  David's 
strain  of  melody. 

David  learned  not  his  lore  in  cities ;  nnd 
that  wondrous  harp,  destined  to  breathe  the 
prophetic  sorrows  of  the  Son  of  God,  liJida 
no  mention  in  his  shepherd  life  until  his 
skill  upon  it  is  made  known  to  Saul. 


WAITING  FOE  see^t:ce.  119 

One  thrill  of  anguish  spared,  one  blessing 
unmarked  or  unprized,  one  difficulty  or  dan- 
ger eA  ac.ed,  how  great  would  have  been  our 
loss  in  that  thrilling  psalmody  in  wliichi 
God's  people  to-day  find  the  expression  of 
their  grief  or  praise  !  known  only  to  himi 
who  had  breathed  in  the  soul  that  sung  the 
heavenly  theme,  and  tuned  the  harp  as  no 
human  skill  has  ever  done  ! 

To  wait  for  God,  and  to  suffer  his  will,  is 
to  know  him  in  the  fellowship  of  his  suffer- 
ings, and  to  be  conformed  to  the  likeness  of 
his  Son.  So  now,  if  the  vessel  is  to  be  en- 
larged for  spiritual  understanding,  be  not  af- 
frighted at  the  wider  sphere  of  suffering 
that  awaits  you.  The  divine  capacity  of 
sympathy  will  have  a  more  extended  sphere  ; 
for  the  breathing  of  the  Holy  Ghost  in  the 
new  creation  never  made  a  stoic,  but  left  the 
heart's  affection  tender  and  true.  ""Be- 
loved, tliink  it  not  strange  concerning  the^ 
fiery  trial  which  is  to  try  you,  as  though- 
some  strange  thing  happened  unto  you :  but 
rejoice,   inasmuch   as   ye   are   partaliers   of 
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Christ's  sufferings ;  tliat,  when  his  glory 
shall  be  revealed,  ye  may  be  glad  also  with 
exceeding  joy."  i  Peter  iv.  12,  13.  Oh, 
beloved,  be  of  good  courage !  If  there  be  a 
wide-spreading  vine,  there  must  be  a  more 
extensive  pruning ;  but  then,  in  the  great 
harvest  there  shall  be  a  more  abundant 
fruitage.  The  greater  the  capacity  of  the 
vessel  formed  to  honor,  and  chiseled  by  the 
hand  of  the  heavenly  workman,  and  refined 
in  the  furnace  heated  seven  times  more  thar. 
is  wont,  the  more  shall  be  the  overflowing 
with  the  exceeding  riches  of  his  glory,  laid 
up  for  it  before  the  world  began. 

In  an  obscure  street  in  one  of  the  most 
important  cities  of  North  Britain,  the  Lord 
has  placed  one  of  his  chosen  vessels,  now  for 
a  time  hidden  from  casual  observation,  here- 
after to  be  seen  in  the  kingdom  of  the  just, 
when  we  shall  enter  into  our  rest,  and  with 
bodies  like  to  his  glorious  body  serve  him 
day  and  night  in  his  temple. 

I  have  praj'ed  the  Lord  to  show  me  some 
)f  his  jewels  here  before  I  behold  them  in 
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the  gloiy,  as  each  one  bears  some  likeness  to 
him  unseen  or  undeveloped  in  others.  And 
truly  he  has  hearkened  to  m}^  cry,  and  un- 
Yciled  them  from  many  a  rough  casket  to 
my  delighted  gaze,  and  in  unexpected  ways, 
in  many  strange  places.  And  among  these 
Scotland  is  written  on  my  heart.  Not  for 
its  purple  heather  and  its  fragrant  moors, 
not  only  for  its  warm  welcome  in  hall  and 
cottage,  but  that  in  the  green  moorlands  and 
its  city  dwellings  I  have  been  permitted  to 
receive  some  of  the  answers  to  my  longing 
prayer,  and  to  trace  the  hand  of  the  great 
Master  fashioning  the  jewels  for  his  royal 
crown. 

With  a  dear  friend,  who  had  divined  what 
would  give  me  pleasure,  we  drove  to  the 
humble  dwelling  of  one  who  lived  with 
God.  I  entered  a  low  kitchen  with  an  un- 
even flag  floor.  Many  of  these  paving- 
stones  having  sunk  into  holes  from  the  damp 
in  the  soil  beneath,  and  others  having  been 
broken,  it  was  needful  to  walk  cautiously. 
I  record  this  more  particularly  because  the 
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inmate  of  the  room  had  only  one  leg  —  the 
other  was  amputated  from  the  hip,  under  a 
formidahle  operation — and  the  wooden  limb, 
as  might  easily  be  supposed,  was  constantly 
in  danger  of  tripping  in  these  cavities,  which 
even  a  careful  but  unaccustomed  visitor 
might  find  a  difficulty  in  avoiding. 

I  wondered  at  the  ease  and  celerity  with 
which  my  new  Scotch  friend,  in  ready  hospi- 
tahty,  moved  towards  us  a  seat  and  footstool 
for  my  comfort.  The  furniture  consisted  of 
a  table,  a  shelf  bedstead  resembling  a  ship's 
berth,  a  tiny  old-fashioned  stove,  and  a  settle 
and  forms ;  while  a  rather  deep  shelf  in  the 
casement  held  her  httle  store  of  books. 

There,  unseen  and  unrecorded  by  the  busy 
multitude,  but  owned,  and  blessed,  and  vis- 
ited by  the  Father  and  the  Son,  lived  the 
dear  Scotch  schoolmistress ;  in  whom  I  felt 
at  once  that  unerring  sympathy  that  flows 
from  a  soul  in  communion  with  its  Maker, 
"  even  the  Spirit  of  truth,  whom  the  world 
cannot  receive,  because  it  seeth  him  not, 
neither  kncweth  him." 
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The  schoolmistress  was  about  sixty  years 
of  age,  fair,  sUghtly  gray-haired,  with  pleas- 
ant features  ;  and  her  bright,  cheerful  coun- 
tenance had  a  spiritual  attraction  that  draws 
the  heart  which  loves  God  at  once  to  "  love 
his  brother  also." 

In  her  younger  days  she  was  servant  to  a 
family  almost  as  poor  as  herself.  She  la- 
bored from  morn  till  night,  milking  cows 
and  tending  them ;  and  with  the  little  edu- 
cation of  her  early  years,  many  a  one  said 
that  it  would  be  impossible  to  hold  a  school. 
But  with  God  all  things  are  possible. 

Her  northern  accent  and  animation  had  a 
charm  for  me  ;  and  though  my  companion 
doubted  if  we  should  understand  each  other, 
yet  we  were  soon  in  happy  communion  con- 
cerning "  the  chief  among  ten  thousand  — 
the  altogether  lovely." 

"  It  was  a  great  afEiction  to  you  to  lose 
your  leg,"  I  said,  as  she  aUuded  to  the  cir- 
cumstance. 

"  Nae,  nae,"  replied  the  schoolmistress 
cheerfully ;  "  that  was  the  best  thing  that 
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e*er  happened  to  me  !  It  was  from  losing 
my  limb  that  I  found  sometlii ng  better  — 
pardon  and  peace.  It  was  the  first  step  to 
knowing  Jesus  Christ  as  my  Saviour.  My 
life  has  been  often  nearly  ended,  but  the 
Lord  delivered  me  again  and  again. 

"  I  was  born  at  I ,  in  the  parish  of 

M .     When  I  was  four  years  of  age  I 

was  nearly  scalded  to  death,  and  seriously 
injured  from  my  waist  to  the  sole  of  my 
foot. 

"  At  nine  years  of  age  I  went  to  service  ; 
and  at  ten  I  went  for  the  first  time  to  a 
Sabbath-class  wliich  I  loved  much.  It  was 
kept  by  a  faitliful  servant  of  God,  Mr.  Pat- 
terson ;  but  soon  I  had  to  give  tliis  up,  as  I 
went  to  hve  with  another  mistress.  When  I 
was  fourteen  I  attended  school  for  a  short 
time,  and  then  returned  to  service. 

"  When  I  was  about  eighteen  I  had  per- 
mission to  pay  a  visit  of  a  day  to  my  paren  ts. 
I  had  promised  to  return  in  time  to  tend  the 
cows ;  but  I  had  overlooked  the  hour,  and 
fearing  to  break  my  word,  I  ran  the  whole 
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way,  a  distance  of  twelve  miles.  The  veins 
of  my  leg  burst,  and  I  was  never  well  again ; 
but  I  went  on  with  my  work,  and  kept  reg- 
ularly at  service. 

"  I  married.  My  husband  was  often  ail- 
ing, and  I  had  to  work  harder  than  ever 
before  ;  yet  the  pain  and  inconvenience  often 
made  it  a  di£Q.cult  thing  to  keep  on  my 
way. 

"  I  gave  birth  to  a  fine  boy,  and  two  years 
afterwards  to  a  second.  The  year  following 
my  eldest  child  died.  Ten  months  after- 
wards my  limb  was  pronounced  incurable. 
I  was  sent  to  the  infirmary,  where  I  was 
most  faithfully  and  tenderly  attended  by 
Dr.  Keith  and  the  kind  nurses. 

"  It  was  on  the  eve  of  the  amputation  that 
my  soul  was  awakened,  and  I  saw  myself  a 
lost  simaer.  J  knew  it  was  possible  that  I 
might  die  under  the  operation,  and  where 
should  I  be  ?  For  though  believing  that 
there  was  a  Saviour,  yet  to  me  it  was  as 
though  there  were  not ;  for  I  knew  him  not 
as  7ny  Saviour,  nor  had  I  ever  believed  ij)  the 
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utter  depravity  of  my  heart,  or  seen  that  1 
was  under  condemnation,  and  that  if  I  died 
as  1  was  I  must  be  lost !  lost !  " 

The  voice  of  one  crying  in  the  wilderness 
of  her  dark  soul  awakened  the  sleeper. 
Like  a  trumpet  voice  there  sounded  contin- 
uall}^  in  her  ears  and  her  heart,  and  there 
rose  up  before  her  eyes,  "  We  must  all  ap- 
pear before  the  judgment-seat  of  Christ ; 
that  every  one  may  receive  the  tilings  done 
in  his  body,  according  to  that  he  hath  done, 
whether  it  be  good  or  bad."  2  Cor.  v.  10. 
This  verse  was  ever  in  her  sight,  when  it 
was  not  ringing  in  her  ears.  Her  soul  was 
wounded  witliin  her,  more  diseased  and  dan- 
gerous than  the  poor  limb,  so  that  she  had 
no  rest  by  day  or  night. 

As  the  hour  approached  for  the  amputa- 
tion her  distress  increased ;  not  from  the 
prospect  of  pain,  but  from  the  load  of  sin. 
Where  should  she  tiu-n  ?  To  whom  should 
she  go  ?  "  Thou  hast  the  words  of  eternal 
life,"  and  thou  alone  canst  minister  to  the 
broken  heart. 
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As  she  was  being  carried  into  the  opera, 
ing  room  there  came,  distinct  and  clear  as  the 
denunciation  of  judgment  had  been,  "  lie  is 
brought  as  a  lamb  to  the  slaughter ;  and  as  ii 
sheep  before  her  shearers  is  dumb,  so  he 
opened  not  liis  mouth."  "  The  Lord  hath 
laid  on  him  the  iniquity  of  us  all !  " 

She  knew  not  that  the  leg  had  been  ampu- 
tated. Peace  entered  into  her  soul,  and 
casting  herself  on  him  who  hves,  that  we 
may  live  also,  she  was  able  to  cry,  "  Lord, 
into  thy  hands  I  commit  my  spirit,"  believ- 
ing it  was  her  first  prayer  and  her  last  before 
she  entered  into  his  presence. 

But  although  she  could  cast  her  soul  on 
him  who  had  died,  she  found  it  a  harder 
task  to  trust  him  for  daily  bread.  Con- 
tinually she  cried,  "  Oh,  what  can  I  do  with 
only  one  leg?"  She  had  now  been  sepa 
rated  for  six  weeks  from  her  husband  and 
mfant  of  thirteen  months  old.  "  Oh,  my 
little  lammie  !  "  she  cried,  in  dismay,  "  what 
can  I  do  for  ye  now  with  only  one  leg  ?  "  for 
her  husband  was  now  a  confirmed  invalid. 
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Then  came  the  voice  of  the  Spirit,  as 
clearly  to  advocate  the  love  and  power  of 
l>u  who  died  that  we  may  live,  as  before 
\,<»  sli'^w  her  life  from  the  dead.  "  My  God 
shall  supply  all  your  need,  according  to  his 
riches  in  glory  by  Christ  Jesus."  Phil.  iv. 
19.     And  she  believed  it. 

But  faith  was  again  to  be  tried.  Hemor- 
rhage set  in  ;  long  fainting  fits  like  death 
followed ;  and  she  could  not  understand  by 
her  natural  sight  how  these  promises  of 
help  should  come,  when  she  was  sinldng 
without  a  hope  of  testimony  for  the  Lord 
who  had  rescued  her,  and  had  given  her 
faith  to  trust  him  for  eternal  life  ;  and  now 
—  to  die  without  witnessing  for  him.  But 
the  Lord  was  mindful  of  her  sorrow  ana 
anxiety  ;  and  the  desire  to  hve  for  him  was 
born  of  liim. 

A  visitor  came  to  her  bedside,  and,  with 
the  power  that  the  Lord  alone  can  give  to 
his  own  message,  said,  in  answer  to  her 
fears, 

"  You  will  not  die,  but  live.  Jesus  wants 
you  to  work  for  him." 
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The  message  of  hope  thrilled  her  soul 
with  joy,  and  from  that  day  new  strength 
came  to  hel]3  her  on  the  way.  She  recov- 
ered, and  returned  to  her  husband  and  fam- 
ily, and  thenceforth  praised  the  Lord.  Six 
years  after  this  she  received  the  power  of 
the  Spirit.  And  for  sixteen  years  this  dear 
servant  of  the  Lord  has  held  on  her  way 
with  the  song  of  praise  on  her  lips. 

"  I  knew,"  she  said,  "  Christ  as  my 
Saviour  for  six  years,  and  was  assured  of  my 
safety  from  eternal  death.  I  knew  that  he 
could  supply  my  daily  wants  ;  but  I  had  not 
received  the  baptism  of  the  Spirit.  But 
this  also  was  to  be  mine.  It  came  on  me 
quite  unexpectedly,  in  a  meeting,  where  a 
lady  was  speaking  of  the  necessity  of 
something  more,  and  of  the  real  baptism  of 
the  Holy  Ghost.  I  felt  it  was  for  me.  Nay, 
I  felt  it  was  mine,  and  I  arose  and  declared 
what  the  Lord  had  wrought  in  my  soul. 
And  before  them  all  I  prayed  for  him  to 
strengthen  me  in  this  testimony.  Then 
clear  as  the  other  times  the  Spirit  had  wit- 
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nessed  to  me  of  his  truth  and  po"\7er,  came 
the  words,  '  Ively  on  my  righteousness.' 
And  I  had  no  other  desire  than  to  work  and 
serve  my  Saviour." 

''  jM}^  husband  became  more  infirm  in 
health,  and  had  been  long  dependent  on  me. 
I  had  another  daughter ;  and  then  my 
second  daughter  died.  I  kept  a  small  shop 
of  such  things  as  bore  no  duty,  and  this  I 
attended  to  from  five  in  the  morning  until 
-eleven  at  night.  I  became  a  widow.  Great 
was  the  difficulty  of  obtaining  a  living,  and 
of  keeping  my  two  children,  who  were  now 
all  -(hat  were  left  me.  My  desire  was  to 
serve  the  Lord  by  bringing  more  souls  to 
him  than  I  could  do  in  the  hurried  sale  of 
my  small  wares,  and  I  waited  to  see  his  will, 
lie  knew  what  he  wanted  me  for  ! 

"  It  came  into  my  mind  to  open  this  small 
school.  I  commenced  it  with  three  scholars, 
at  one  penny  a  week.  More  and  more  came, 
for  they  improved  so  much  that  the  parents 
were  i)etter  pleased  to  send  them  to  me  than 
elsewhere.     My  aim  was  to  lead  these  young 
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hearts  to  Jesus,  and  he  knew  and  ho  blessed 
me.  I  think  that  I  may  safely  say  that  sixty- 
three  have  not  disappointed  me  ;  and  many 
are  already  gone  home  to  wait  with  him 
until  I  meet  them  in  the  glory. 

"  Parents  will  feel  for  me  when  I  tell 
them  that  during  my  long  weakness  and  suf- 
fering after  the  operation,  I  was  obliged  to 
leave  my  child  to  the  care  of  others,  in  the 
country  ;  and  when  he  saw  me  again  he  not 
only  did  not  recognize  me,  but  even  seemed 
estranged  in  affection  from  me.  The  child 
may  forget,  but  the  parent  forgets  not.  Ah ! 
many  and  many  were  my  trials  of  faith  and 
patience.  But  oh,  since  I  have  known  the 
heavenly  union,  what  seasons  of  refreshing  I 
have  known,  what  comprehension  of  things 
before  strange  and  hard  to  bear  ! 

"  You  see,  I  am  old  now,"  said  our  happy 
teacher  ;  "  I  have  no  teeth,  and  I  am  long 
over  my  breakfast.  Then  it  is  I  like  to  pick 
my  '  Bible  bones.'  I  take  a  chapter  —  a 
verse  —  and  I  ask  the  Holy  Spirit  to  open  it 
to  me ;  and  perhaps  he  does  not  show  it  to 
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me  that  day  or  the  next,  or  later  still,  —  per- 
haps never  ;  but  then  I  shall  know  it,  ^vhen 
the  time  is  come,  and  I  always  get  a  blessing 
out  of  it. 

"  My  school  is  my  service  for  the  Lord  ; 
yet  is  it  a  small  part  only  of  the  service  to 
which  he  calls  me.  In  the  eveniDg  I  have  a 
class  of  young  men  who  are  learning  a  trade 
by  day ;  and  also  of  the  girls  at  the  mills, 
who  do  not  like  to  go  to  another  school, 
fearing  the  younger  ones  may  ridicule  their 
ignorance,  for  they  have  not  had  the  same 
opportunities  in  their  childhood.  I  teach 
them  to  read,  write,  and  keep  accounts. 
Those  who  have  been  in  this  elder  class  have 
owned  to  much  good  received. 

"  I  repeat  one  text  to  them  each  day.  It 
is  always  direct  from  the  Master,  and  there- 
fore is  always  blessed  to  some  one.  These 
texts  are  learned  and  repeated,  and  carried 
home ;  and  many  a  day  my  heart  has  been 
strengthened  by  hearing  of  the  comfort  they 
have  been  to  some  member  of  the  families, 
though  perhaps  it  was  a  long  time  after- 
wards. 
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"  In  the  intervals  of  school  hours  people 
come,  anxious  or  troubled  souls,  or  some 
who  are  interested  in  hearing  of  the  answers 
to  prayer  I  get,  showing  the  love  and  faith- 
fulness of  the  Lord.  My  heart  is  up  with 
him,  as  they  tell  me  their  case  and  relate 
their  sorrows.  And  I  seek  to  give  them  the 
advice  my  Master  gives  me  for  them. 

"  Some  days  I  have  no  visitors.  Then  I 
•go  out  to  see  the  sick  and  dying ;  and  as  I 
go  I  lift  up  my  heart  that  I  may  be  ready 
with  my  Master's  message  when  I  enter  the 
house.  And  I  get  such  blessings,  such  an- 
swers to  prayer,  that  I  wonder  and  adore, 
and  look  to  my  faithful  Jesus  in  grateful 
love  that  he  uses  me  for  his  glory  and  the 
good  of  souls." 

The  love  with  which  our  dear  schoolmis- 
tress inspires  her  pupils  is  one  of  the  secrets 
of  her  influence.  The  little  ones  pay  one 
penny  per  week  —  they  do  not  always  bring 
even  this  small  payment,  but  tliey  are  just 
as  welcome.  Money  is  not  her  object,  but 
Jems.     He  told  her  he  would  supply  all  her 
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needs  ;  and  he  has  not  forgotten  his  promise^ 
—  and  she  has  not  forgotten  it  either,  but 
pleads  it  when  she  needs  it,  and  praises  him 
through  all. 

And  now,  as  to  tliis  little  school,  which 
to  my  mind,  stands  unrivaled  amidst  the 
varied  modes  of  communicating  instruction 
to  the  little  ones.  I  would  commend  it  to 
the  prayerful  consideration  of  those  who  de- 
sire to  bring  up  children  for  eternity  —  not 
in  form,  but  in  spirit. 

To  my  question,  "  How  do  you  teach  such 
young  children,  who  cannot  even  read  ?  "  she 
replied, 

"  By  prayer.  I  welcome  them  with  prayer, 
having  already  been  to  our  Master's  feet  for 
my  message,  and  for  hght  and  blessing  or 
my  teaching.  When  I  dismiss  them  I  give 
thanks  for  any  good  they  may  have  received. 
IMy  desire  is  to  bring  God  before  them  as 
seen  in  Jesus  Christ,  God's  Son,  and  in  the 
Holy  Spirit's  power.  All  I  teach  them  I 
teach  them  in  prayer.  And  when  the  day's 
duties  are  over,  and  I  must  go  to  rest  to  be 
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fitted  for  another  day's  work,  I  go  over  my 
labor  and  pray  him  to  seal  it  with  a  blessing. 
"  When  the  children  are  round  about  me, 
to  make  them  understand  the  nature  of 
prayer  in  daily  needs,  I  ask  for  a  cup  of 
water  when  a  little  weary  and  thirsty,  and  I 
put  up  a  brief  petition  for  the  Lord  to  bless 
the  water.  There  is  profound  silence  with- 
out my  bidding.  At  another  time,  covering 
my  face  with  my  hands,  I  have  asked  for 
light  and  sunshine  in  a  dark,  cloudy  day. 
And  so  many  times  has  he  answered,  that 
the  children,  in  low,  glad  voice,  will  say, 
'  God  has  answered  already.'  Then  I  hold 
up  my  hand,  saying,  '  Hush,  while  v»'e  thank 
him,'  and  all  is  silence.  The  cliildren  do 
not  forget  this,  and  often  in  their  prayerless 
homes  they  repeat  to  their  ungodly  parents 
the  lessons  they  have  learned  of  faith  in 
God.  Many  a  mother  has  told  me  that  she 
was  thus  led  to  pray ;  and  others  who  knew 
little  of  such  things,  have  had  their  faith 
strengthened  by  the  account  of  these  siniple 
prayers  answered. 
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"  Many  a  night,  while  their  eyes  are  closed 
m  slumber,  I  am  praying  the  Master  for 
them  ;  and  when  I  aAvake  in  the  morning, 
my  first  prayer  is  to  thank  the  God  of  al] 
mercies  that  I  am  still  on  the  earth  to  labor 
awliile  for  him,  and  I  lay  all  my  day's  duties 
before  liim  once  more." 

The  peculiar  mode  of  instruction  lays 
hold  of  the  young  hearts,  and  when  so  many 
"object  lessons"  of  external  things  have 
been  pressed  on  childhood,  it  seems  to  have 
been  reserved  for  one  taught  of  God  to 
bring  forward  the  things  which  are  seen,  and 
are  temporal,  in  order  to  shadow  forth  the 
things  which  are  not  seen,  which  are 
eternal. 

A  sliofht  sketch  of  one  of  these  lessons 
will  give  some  faint  idea  of  what  seemed  to 
me  a  fascinating  application  of  the  traths  of 
God,  to  be  engraven  (as  it  has  proved  very 
often  to  be)  on  the  minds  of  these  httlf 
ones. 

There  are  two  or  three  books  on  her  table. 
She  takes  the  two  larGfest  in  her  hands. 
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"See,  cMlclren,  here  are  two  books,"  and 
every  little  head  is  turned  at  once.  '•'•  You 
see,  God  writes  all  your  bad  deeds  in  this 
book.  Shall  we  say  what  these  leaves  tell  ? 
The  lie,  the  disobedience,  the  bad  words 
all  are  written  here. 

"  But  Jesus  calls  you  to  go  to  him.  He 
has  been  punished  for  your  wickedness. 
Child,  will  you  go  to  this  dear  Saviour  ? 

"  Now  God  reads  your  name  written  in  the 
white  book.  See  what  he  does.  He  takes 
the  napkin  [suiting  the  action  to  the  word] , 
he  dips  it  in  the  blood  of  his  dear  Son,  the 
Lamb  of  God,  and  wipes  it  all  away.  He 
washes  all  the  evil  deeds  clean  out,  and  says, 
'  Though  your  sins  be  as  scarlet,  they  shall 
be  as  white  as  snow ;  though  they  be  red 
like  crimson,  they  shall  be  as  wool.' 

''  Now,  children,  look  at  me." 

Every  eye  follows  her  hand,  as  she  gathers 
her  books  and  worldng  implements  together, 
and  makes  with  them  a  covered  passage 
across  the  table. 

"  Now    see.      Here   walk    the  lambs    of 
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Chi'ist .  with  him.  Jesus  is  a  wall  of  fiie 
round  about  his  people,  and  his  wings  covei 
them,  and  he  gives  light  to  the  end  of  the 
road. 

"  '  He  shall  cover  thee  with  his  feathers, 
9nd  under  his  wings  shalt  thou  trust.' 

Then  waving  the  napkin  — 

"  See  this  napkin.  Who  could  lean 
Against  it  ?  There  is  no  strength  in  it.  But 
d  I  lean  on  Jesus  he  will  never  fail  me,  he  is 
so  strong.  He  is  my  strong  Rock  and  house 
of  defense." 

One  of  her  addresses  —  all  of  which  have 
an  earnestness  and  tenderness  wliich  may- 
well  win  her  the  love  and  reverence  of  her 
little  pupils  —  closed  thus  : 

"  My  lammies,  I  like  ye  to  learn  weel ;  for 
I  shall  soon  be  awa.  Soon  the  great  white 
angel  will  come  for  me  ;  and  he  will  say  to 
me,  '  Come  awa;  you  have  no  more  work  to 
do.  No  more  shall  you  walk  in  weariness. 
No  more  shall  you  speak  to  the  little  lam- 
mies. No  more  shall  ye  weep.  No  more 
shall  ye  be  sick.     No  more  shall  ye  be  sor- 
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rowful.  Come  awa  with  me;  yoai  work  is 
done  ! '  Then  the  gates  of  that  bright  place 
where  Jesus  is  will  fly  open  wide,  and  Jesus 
himself  will  say  to  me,  '  Come,  ye  blessed 
of  my  Father,  inherit  the  kingdom  prepared 
for  you  from  the  foundation  of  the  world.' 
"  Pray,  pray  on,  God's  dear  children ! 
You  may  not  see  the  answer  to  some  of  your 
prayers  here,  but  Jesus  sees  them.  Every 
one  is  a  letter  written  to  him,  and  laid  on 
the  table  in  heaven  to  be  answered  when 
the  time  is  come."  [Then  lifting  up  a  let- 
ter from  the  table]  —  "  Jesus  will  say,  '  My 
Father,  here  is  a  prayer  of  one  of  mine ;  it 
is  still  unanswered,  it  is  needed  nowJ^  Per- 
haps you  may  be  in  heaven  when  he  says 
that.  No  matter,  it  is  your  letter,  and  your 
prayer,  and  it  must  be  answered.  *  Answer 
this,  my  Father,  for  Thy  name  sake,  and  for 
Thy  glory  !  Bless  such  an  one  now  !  "  and 
it  is  done  !  " 

One  little  fellow,  whose  family  removed 
from  the  place,  walked  miles  from  his  home 
to  the  teacher  so  dear  to  him.     He  was  half- 
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witted  in  worldly  matters,  but  in  the  things 
of  God  he  had  the  wisdom  of  the  simple. 
Another,  eight  years  old,  an  intelligent  and 
promising  boy,  gave  his  heart  to  Jesus,  un- 
mistakably bringing  forth  fruit. 

When  he  first  went  home,  he  said  to  his 
father,     *'  Father,  why  do  you  never  pray  ?  " 

The  man  hastily  replied,  "  How  do  you 
know  I  never  pray  ?  " 

"  Because  I  never  heard  you  !  Mistress 
Bays  that  those  who  will  be  among  the 
burned  ones,  are  those  who  have  never 
prayed." 

It  was  a  token  of  blessing  to  see  the  evi- 
dent fruit  of  the  new  life  in  the  boy.  She 
had  only  time  to  mark  it,  and  praise  for  it, 
when  he  was  seized  with  small-pox,  and  in 
ten  days  he  had  made  one  of  the  little  band 
to  welcome  the  dear  instructress  to  the  habi- 
tations of  the  ransomed  flock. 

One  day,  my  friend,  to  whom  I  am  in- 
debted for  some  of  these  rough  notes,  told 
me  that  while  waiting  for  admittance  to  the 
Bchoolroom,  she  was  attracted  by  a  pretty 


WAITING  FOR   SERVICE.  141 

child  in  the  street.  "  I  called  her  to  me, 
and  spoke  to  her  of  Jesus.  The  child  did 
not  reply.  She  listened  with  the  deepest 
attention  to  all  I  said,  her  head  bent  on  her 
breast,  and  her  brown  hands  clasped  in  the 
attitude  of  attention.  As  I  proceeded,  she 
nodded  assent  in  the  most  intelligent  man- 
ner, as  if  perfectly  understanding  and  enter- 
ing into  all  I  told  her,  of  the  tender  care  of 
the  Good  Shepherd  over  his  own  lambs ; 
adding,  that  '  Not  only  old  people  and  sick 
people  die,  but  children.  There  are  many 
Httle  graves  in  the  churchyard.' 

"  The  child  Hfted  hand  and  eyes  to  heaven, 
and  with  a  smile  that  told  how  well  she  had 
comprehended,  replied  — 

"  '  Yes,  there  is  Httle  graves  in  the  cliurch- 
yard ;  but  the  big  trumpet  will  sound,  and 
we  shall  all  rise  up  again  and  meet  Jesus.'  " 

There  was  no  difficulty  in  tiacing  the 
school  where  the  wee  lammie  had  learned 
her  lesson. 

"  As  to  prayer,"  said  my  new-found  jewel, 
"  I  am  not  taken  up  with  this  petition  oi 
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another,  until  I  have  had  a  look  at  oui 
lovely  Jesus.  Then  he  sends  the  Spirit  in 
full  measure,  and  the  words  of  persuasion 
for  that  which  he  wills  come  to  my  mouth. 
Often  I  cannot  continue  in  silent  prayer.  I 
spealc  aloud  to  him  in  the  night  season ;  nay, 
I  cry  to  him.  One  midnight  a  man  passing 
the  house  heard  some  one  speaking,  and 
stopped  at  my  casement,  to  hsten  to  my 
prayer.  Up  to  that  hour  no  word  of  prayer 
had  ever  passed  liis  lips.  Two  years  after- 
wards he  returned  to  this  place.  He  told 
me  of  the  blessing  that  had  fallen  on  his  soul 
that  night,  when  curiosity  had  led  him  to 
my  window,  and  for  the  first  time  he  under- 
sCood  that  a  sinner  can  approach  the  mercy- 
seat  with  assurance  when  washed  in  the 
blood  of  the  Saviour,  and  anointed  by  the 
Spirit  of  grace." 

Her  pupils  are  forty-four  in  number,  be- 
sides the  adult  class.  She  visits  the  sick 
and  dying  in  her  neighborhood,  often  during 
the  great  severity  of  winter,  Avhen  snow  and 
frost    render   the   way   dangerous   even  for 


"WAITING  FOR   SERVICE.  14*^ 

those  who  are  not  afflicted  as  she  has  been. 
One  night  she  waited  on  the  threshold  of 
her  humble  home  before  she  ventured  out 
on  the  snowy  pavement  in  the  darkness. 
The  icicles  hung  from  the  roof  over  the  low 
doorway,  and  the  road  was  dangerous  ;  but 
never  did  she  cry  for  strength  and  help  in 
vain.  And  the  answer  to  her  prayer  came 
distinct  and  sweet  to  her  heart,  "  The  Lord 
will  keep  the  feet  of  his  saints."  And  this 
is  often  her  watchword  on  the  rough  road 
she  travels. 

Yea ;  and  "  God  is  as  good  as  his  word," 
and  he  does  keep  the  feet  of  his  saints,  and 
without  one  false  step.  The  dear  messenger 
of  good  tidings  passes  from  one  lowly 
dwelling  to  another,  telling  of  him  mighty 
to  save,  and  able  to  do,  and  to  he  sufficient  for 
all  the  wants  of  hi  3  people. 

The  leg  having  been  amputated  from  the 
hip,  the  whole  weight  is  necessarily  tlirown 
upon  the  hea^y  wooden  substitute.  Yet  she 
has  a  Avondrous  facility  in  chmbing  stairs 
steep,  narrow,  and  dark,  and  so  quicily  that 
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no  sick  ones  have  ever  found  the  sound  dis- 
turb their  lightest  slumber.  Ever  ready  to 
carry  the  gospel  message  to  friend  or  foe, 
neighbor  or  stranger,  she  keeps  on  her  way. 
bringing  glory  to  God,  and  serving  him  un- 
seen by  the  crowd  of  busier  workmen. 

Praise  is  the  element  of  her  life.  It  is 
the  music  of  her  tongue  ;  it  is  her  sowing 
song  and  her  reaping  song.  She  never  says, 
"  We  ought  to  praise  ;  "  but  she  does  it ;  and 
so  experimentally  teaches  that  prayer  brings 
forth  praise.  She  literally  does  nothing 
without  this  acknowledgment  of  the  good- 
ness and  grace  of  her  blessed  Master.  She 
accepts  nothing  without  praise.  She  goes  to 
her  work  praising  for  the  privilege,  and  she 
ends  it  with  praise  for  the  blessing  she  is 
sure  will  seal  it ;  for  she  has  asked  for  it. 
And  if  the  Lord  tarry,  and  the  "  white 
angel  "  comes  to  gather  the  chosen  vessels 
for  the  upper  sanctuary,  the  dear  teacher 
will  but  wait  a  little  while  to  praise  in  a 
new  song  that  shall  resound  through  ever- 
lasting ages. 
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A  VOICE  FEOM  MANY  WATERS.* 

"  Better  is  a  poor  aud  a  wise  child  than  an  old  and  foolish  king." 
EccLES.  iv  13. 

We  listened  to  the  voices 

That  made  the  rushing  tide, 
Fed  by  the  melting  snow-wreaths 

The  sparkling  rills  supplied. 
The  water-floods  were  roaring, 

And  the  sunlight  on  the  spray 
Marked  where  the  rapid  Passer 

Went  bounding  on  its  way. 

Far  in  tlie  dark  pine  forests 

That  crown  the  mountain's  brow, 
The  woodman's  ax  has  sounded, 

And  many  a  tree  lies  low ; 
Cast  in  tlie  dasliing  current. 

The  forest  veterans  come 
Down  to  the  Alpine  valley, 

To  warm  our  wintry  home. 

The  bold,  untiring  torrent 
Went  shouting  on  his  way  — 

*Through  the  Alpine  valley  of  ]Meran  mshes  the  rapid  river 
Passer;  its  force  and  brightness  give  life  and  beauty  to  one  of 
the  loveliest  spots  in  the  Tyrol.  The  mountains  are  clothed 
with  pine  forests.  In  the  early  spring,  when  the  snow  melts 
fT)m  the  granite  peaks  above  them,  the  trees  are  felled  for  fire- 
wood for  the  next  winter's  consumption  There  is  no  other 
means  of  conveyance  from  these  precipitous  lieights  but  the 
waterfloods  from  the  melted  snow.  Tlie  timber  cast  therein  is 
borne  by  the  rushing  torrent  to  the  river,  where  it  is  carefully 
collected  by  the  Tyrolese. 
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"  Witliout  my  help,  good  people, 
You'd  have  no  wood  to-day. 
I  bring  it  from  the  mountain, 
I  cast  it  in  the  flood, 
And  the  woodman's  ax  were  idle 
If  I  the  work  withstood." 

"Nay,"  said  a  rippling  streamlet; 

"  Your  boast  were  all  in  vain, 
Did  the  sun  not  melt  the  snow-wreathl^ 

And  bring  me  life  again. 
Lost  in  the  fern  and  mosses, 

My  silver  stream  were  dry, 
If  the  sunbeams  ceased  their  shining, 

And  clouds  obscured  the  sky." 

Then  the  torrent  leaped  the  granite, 

Still  foaming  as  he  went, 
And  the  streamlet  followed  noiseless^ 

On  patient  service  bent ; 
And  the  pine-wood  floated  faster, 

For  their  labor  was  not  done; 
But  he  who  talked  the  loudest 

Thought  the  service  all  his  own. 

Said  another,  "  See  mxj  burden  I 

Oh,  if  you  only  knew! " 
Then  there  came  a  gentle  whisper— 

*'  I  have  a  work  to  do." 
** But  can  you  bear  the  timber?" 

The  torrent  seemed  to  say, 
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•*  Or  turn  a  mill  so  fleetly 
As  I  shall  do  to-day  I 

**  You  liave  no  voice  for  singing  j 

My  work  you  cannot  share, 
YouWe  sucli  a  tiny  wavelet: 

What  can  a  wavelet  bear?" 
And  then  I  heard  the  answer 

Of  the  pleasant,  murmuring  rill: 
Melodious  was  her  music 

When  the  torrent's  voice  was  stilL 

She  said,  "  A  wounded  blackbird 

Paused  on  this  grassy  brink; 
He  had  no  heart  for  singing, 

But  he  stopped  awhile  to  drink. 
In  a  shallow  pool  I  made  him 

He  bathed  his  weary  wing, 
And  early  in  the  morning 

I  heard  him  try  to  sing." 

Said  the  cold  and  boastful  torrent, 

"Is  t/iaf  all  you  can  do?  " 
**  There,  'mid  the  grass  down-troddai, 

I  marked  a  floweret  blue. 
It  faded  in  the  sunshiue, 

And  drooped  above  the  tide ; 
I  knew  its  root  was  thirsty, 

Ere  night  it  would  have  died. 

"  I  wandered  gently  near  it, 
And  kissed  the  withering  spray; 
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See !  it  is  bright  and  blooming, 
Witb  six  new  buds  to-day. 

But  dearer  tlian  tbe  blackbird, 
And  all  tbe  flowers  I  see, 

Was  a  little  tbougbtf  ul  maiden 
Wbo  bent  last  eve  o'er  me. 

"  She  said,  '  The  stream  roars  loudly 

From  many  a  mountain  spring. 
And  yet  this  quiet  wavelet 

Has  its  own  sweet  song  to  sing.* 
And  then  I  tried  to  teach  her. 

Before  she  taller  grew, 
That  the  youngest  and  the  weakest 

Have  still  a  work  to  do. 
**  The  daily  deeds  of  Iciudness, 

And  words  of  truth  and  cheer, 
Baise  hearts  like  drooping  flowers, 

'Mid  withering  sorrovrs  here. 
And  many  a  weary  traveler, 

Whose  wounded  heart  may  ache^ 
Needeth  the  cup  of  water, 

Given  *  for  Jesus'  sake,' 

**  The  thirsty  ones  are  many. 
And  mom-ners  passing  by; 

There's  room  for  e'en  the  poorest 
In  love's  sweet  ministry. 

A  river  flows  for  ever 
In  a  path  no  foot  hath  trod: 
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Its  mingled  streams  malce  joyful 
The  city  of  our  God. 

** There  are  thousand,  thousand  voices; 

And  he  who  melts  the  snow 
Hears  every  song  we  sing  him 

Amid  the  waters'  flow. 
On  from  the  throne  that  fountain 

Proclaims  his  mercy  rife, 
In  Uving  souls  up-springing 

To  everlasting  life ! 

**So,  little  thoughtful  maiden, 

Thy  voice  was  not  in  vain. 
And  the  wavelet  bids  thee  welcome 

To  her  crystal  home  again. 
Look  from  the  rapid  Passer 

For  brighter  streams  above, 
And  learn  a  lasting  lesson 

From  her  gentle  song  of  loTf^" 


CHAPTER  V. 

WAITING   AFTER   FAn^URE. 


4^HEN  "the  angel  of 
II     unto    Philip,    saying, 


the  Lord  spake 
Arise,  and  go 
toward  the  south  unto  the  way  that  goeth 
down  from  Jerusalem  unto  Gaza,  which  is 
desert,"  the  evangelist  did  not  argue  the 
point,  "he  arose  and  went."  Philip  at  this 
time  had  great  acceptance  in  Samaria,  where 
he  preached  Christ,  and  mighty  miracles 
were  wrought  in  the  name  of  the  Lord 
Jesus.  Evil  spirits  were  cast  out,  the  lame 
and  palsied  were  healed,  "  and  there  was 
great  joy  in  that  city."  Had  the  Evangelist 
"  conferred  with  flesh  and  blood,"  or  even 
with  his   natural  understanding,  he   would 
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have  been  liinclerecl.  Even  his  brethren, 
who  witnessed  him  preaching  the  things  of 
the  kingdom  of  God,  would  have  besought 
him  to  tarry  where  he  was,  and  naturally 
would  have  urged,  "  What  more  can  you  re- 
quire than  to  see  the  work  of  God  prosper- 
hig  in  your  hands  ? "  But  Philip,  led  by 
the  Spirit,  would  have  answered,  "  I  came 
to  do  the  will  of  him  that  sent  me ; "  and 
leaving  the  ninety  and  nine  rejoicing  souls 
safe  under  the  wings  of  Jehovah,  he  is  car- 
ried in  the  spirit  to  the  side  of  the  courtier 
of  Candace.  The  carnal  Christian  may 
have  said,  "  He  is  neglecting  blessing  in 
Samaria ;  "  but  toward  Gaza,  a  desert  place, 
the  Lord  had  need  of  him. 

He  might  have  remonstrated,  "  It  would 
be  vain  to  preach  to  the  eunuch,  whose 
heart  and  thoughts  will  be  on  the  gold  and 
jewels  in  his  care."  Nay  the  treasurer  of 
the  Ethiopian  queen  was  seeldng  for  richer 
possessions  than  the  gold  of  Ophir  and 
Oriental  pearls.  And  we  in  like  manner, 
carried  out  of  the  place  that  seemed  so  pro- 
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pitious  for  serving  the  Lord,  might  pause 
and  marvel  how  we  have  been  led  to  leave 
it.  We  know  not  how  ;  we  heard  no  voice, 
we  saw  no  sign ;  reason  and  prudence  said, 
''  Remain."  But  the  eye  of  the  Lord,  that 
runneth  to  and  fro  upon  the  earth,  beheld,  a 
long  way  off,  a  lone  traveler,  an  Ethiopian 
eunuch,  the  treasurer  of  an  eastern  queen. 
The  soul  of  the  man  from  the  court  —  the 
sigh  for  the  knowledge  of  his  Redeemer  —  is 
as  precious  in  the  ear  of  the  Lord  of  Sabaoth 
as  the  praise  of  the  souls  in  Samaria.  He 
knows  the  position  of  the  soul  of  him  who 
Journeys  with  the  scroll  in  his  hand,  in 
which  was  enfolded  the  wondrous  secret  of 
peace  and  joy  in  believing.  The  evangelist 
preached  unto  him  Jesus.  He  went  on  his 
way  rejoicing. 

"  God  seetli  the  heart."  If  we  are  to 
watch  for  what  appears  to  us  a  propitious 
moment,  we  may  disregard  the  promptings 
of  the  Spirit  to  accomplish  a  greater  work 
that  we  designed  for  ourselves.  Csesar's 
household    may  be   often    longing   for   the 
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bread  of  lieaven,  v/lien  the  servants  of  a 
worldly  sanctuary  offer  tliein  nothing  but 
stones."  Man's  goings  are  of  the  Lord ; 
how  can  a  man  then  understand  his  own 
way  ?  "     Prov.  xx.  24. 

After  much  prayer,  I  reluctantly  accepted 
an  invitation  to  visit  a  connection  who  re- 
sided in  a  town  I  particularly  disliked  ;  and 
to  do  this  I  had  to  quit  those  to  whom  the 
Lord  was  using  me.  I  strove  in  vain  against 
it,  and  I  went.  At  the  close  of  my  visit, 
which  was  not  a  long  one,  there  arrived 
another  guest  —  a  stranger  to  me,  but  a 
mutual  connection  of  my  host  and  myself — 
to  pass  one  day  and  night  under  the  same 
roof.  He  was  a  healthy,  handsome  young 
man.  All  his  interests  were  in  the  world, 
and  his  heart  engrossed  in  them,  counting 
days  of  toil  and  nights  of  study  no  sacrifice 
to  win  the  prize  of  his  ambition. 

When  the  natural  heart  has  an  object  in 
view  with  Avhich  the  world  sympathizes,  zeal 
in  its  pursuit  is  called  "  perseverance,"  win- 
ning the  admiration  and  respect  of  the  like 
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minded.  For  the  accomplishment  of  ita 
object  sacrifices  are  counted  as  necessities, 
and  the  man  of  business  or  science  goes 
forward,  keeping  his  object  in  sight  with 
patience,  courage,  and  hopefulness.  Pie  is 
ingenious  in  turning  every  passing  event  to 
his  own  advantage,  having  but  one  aim,  and 
that  absorbs  his  time,  his  energy,  and  his 
life.  Did  the  spiritual  man,  whose  posses- 
sions and  power  are  vested  in  the  only 
Potentate,  the  King  of  kings,  and  Lord  of 
lords,  who  draws  his  wisdom  from  the  Won- 
derful Counselor,  did  he  follow  thus,  then 
would  the  church  present  a  different  aspect, 
and  the  living  God  would  be  manifested  to  a 
dying  world. 

No  occasion  presented  itself  for  spealdng 
to  our  visitor,  and  I  felt  an  indescribable 
sadness.  This  deepened  as  I  left  the  dining- 
room  with  the  idea  of  seeking  for  a  book  or 
tract  for  our  guest ;  but  I  began  to  imagine 
what  sort  of  acceptance  the  tract  would 
meet  with,  and,  tempted  to  think  it  was  in- 
appropriate, my  heart  sank  beneath  the  sug- 
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gestion  tliat  he  would  not  listen  to  any  word 
of  mine.  The  lady  at  whose  house  I  visited 
did  not  conceal  her  dislike  to  spiritual 
religion,  and  what  she  termed  the  imperti- 
nence of  interfering  with  other  souls,  indors- 
ing her  view  with  the  interpretation,  "  What 
is  that  to  thee  ? "  My  courage  failed ;  I 
thought  of  the  difficulties,  and  of  my  weak- 
ness, instead  of  relying  on  the  power  of  him 
who  bade  me  be  instant  in  season,  though  to 
man  it  would  have  been  out  of  season. 

Again  and  again  I  fancied  if  I  had  the 
least  opening  I  could  go  forward.  And  the 
Lord  gave  it  to  me.  The  result  was  what  it 
always  will  be  to  those  who  are  judging  by 
the  sight  of  the  eye,  and  not  resting  on  the 
guidance  of  the  Holy  Spirit  already  given. 
I  was  leaving.  Our  visitor  offered  to  accom- 
pany me  to  the  train.  This  was  opposed  by 
my  hostess.  A  word  from  me  would  have 
decided  it  differently,  and  given  me  an  un- 
interrupted interview.  That  word  was  not 
spoken,  and  in  my  heart  I  was  glad  to  be 
spared  the  ordeal  of  sarcasm  and  refusal  of 
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my  message.  I  knew  I  had  done  despite  tc 
the  Holy  Spirit's  teaching,  and  had  been  dis- 
loyal to  my  King,  and  my  soul  Avas  Lowed 
down.  I  went  back  to  my  work,  my 
hand  weakened  for  service,  and  my  health, 
which  was  partially  restored,  again  impaired. 
The  good  Physican  could  alone  heal  those 
wounds  ;  and  well  I  knew  that  confession 
was  followed  by  forgiveness  ;  yet  I  had  lost 
blessing,  and  I  shrank  from  the  remembrance 
of  my  sin,  which,  though  forgiven,  remained 
a  beacon  on  my  path.  It  was  well ;  for 
"  the  reproofs  of  instruction  are  the  way  of 
life." 

As  the  year  was  closing,  I  was  again,  by  a 
train  of  unlooked-for  circumstances,  a  guest 
of  the  same  lady ;  now  no  longer  in  the 
town,  but  residing  in  one  of  the  lovel}^  shel- 
tered villages  on  the  south  coast  of  Eng- 
land. I  had  not  the  same  reluctance  in 
visiting  her  as  before,  and  I  think  this  arose 
from  natural  reasons.  I  regarded  it  as  a 
brief  sojourn  from  the  noisy  turmoil  of  the 
city  whence  I  came,  and  looked  ou  it  as  a 
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season  of  rest,  and  an  opening  for  service  in 
the  village,  whicli,  however,  was  never 
granted  to  me. 

I  had  arranged  my  effects  in  a  pleasant 
south-west  chamber,  overlooldng  the  sea 
and  the  picturesque  rocks  and  woodland 
slopes  which  surrounded  the  villa.  A  few 
days  only  had  passed,  when  I  received  the 
announcement  from  my  hostess,  that  the 
relative  of  whom  I  have  before  made  men- 
tion was  expected  by  her  for  change  of  air, 
adding  that  he  had  been  ill  since  I  had  seen 
him  last ;  and,  after  a  consultation  of  j)hysi- 
cians,  they  had  intimated  to  the  family  that 
a  fatal  disease,  hitherto  quite  unexpected, 
had  begun  its  rapid  inroads  upon  his  natu- 
rally robust  constitution,  and  that  his  hfe 
might  be  counted  by  weeks.  She  requested 
at  the  same  time,  most  peremptorily,  that  I 
Avould  in  no  wise  make  him  acquainted  with 
the  danger  in  which  he  lived,  and  how  brief 
that  life  must  be.  This  I  refused,  as  a  cruel 
and  unjustifiable  silence.  The  result  was  a 
discourteous    rejoinder.     My    first    impulse 
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was  to  terminate  my  visit  abruptly,  and 
then  I  saw  that  pride  and  anger  would  de- 
stroy my  only  prospect  of  repairing  my 
former  disobedience.  The  agitation  of  my 
spirit  in  a  measure  subdued,  I  felt  I  could 
undergo  insult  and  unkindness,  to  carry  the 
Saviour's  message  to  tliis  dying  man,  whom  I 
had  neglected.  The  remembrance  of  my 
cowardice  and  faithlessness  kept  me  quiet, 
and  I  determined  to  endure  all,  and  remain. 

What  was  my  amazement  the  following 
morning  to  receive  from  my  hostess  the  un- 
expected tidings  that  the  poor  invalid  would 
arrive  during  the  day,  and  that  the  room  I 
occupied  would  be  more  suitable  for  him,  as 
it  had  a  southern  aspect,  and  that  it  would 
be  more  convenient  for  me  to  procure 
lodgings ! 

I  doubted  for  a  few  moments  if  I  were 
really  resting  on  the  Lord,  when  the  dismay 
and  anguish  swept  over  my  soul.  But  the 
Lord  has  nowhere  said  that  his  followers 
shall  have  a  sunny  sail  upon  a  summer  sea, 
nor  that  the  "  much  tribulation  "  shall  be 
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evaded  because  we  are  cowards.  My  dis- 
comfort was  not  lessened  by  seeing  our  ex- 
pected guest  arrive.  With  difficulty  he  as- 
cended the  steps  of  the  house,  supported  by 
a  servant,  and  a  stick  on  which  he  leaned 
heavily.  I  could  not  recognize,  in  the  pallid, 
haggard  face  and  bent  form  before  me,  the 
once  proud,  athletic  man,  whose  projects  of 
ambition  were  only  bounded  by  the  world's 
horizon,  and  who  had  been  the  unconscious 
cause  of  so  much  exercise  of  soul  to  me. 

I  left,  and  found  some  inconvenient  lodg- 
ings, the  only  ones  vacant,  in  a  close,  noisy 
street,  far  from  the  house  I  had  quitted  — 
too  far  for  an  invalid  to  walk.  Apart  from 
influences  jarring  my  spiritual  nature,  I  be- 
gan to  consider  my  loss,  and  see  with  my 
spiritual  vision ;  I  could  only  believe  in 
the  chastening  of  God  in  the  circumstances. 
Ah,  how  little  did  I  know  of  him  whose  love 
is  unfathomable,  and  whose  wisdom  past 
finding  out !  Yet  I  believe  I  was  pardoned, 
and  I  knew  that  the  loss  was  mine  —  that 
the  Lord  could  carry  hfe  and   salvaticn  tc 
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the  soul  without  human  instrumentality. 
Nevertheless,  like  the  disciples,  I  looked  at 
the  tempestuous  sea,  and  not  on  him  by 
whose  power  alone  I  was  kept  from  sinldng. 
"  If  the  Lord  be  with  us,  why  then  has  aU 
this  befallen  us  ?  "  we  ask  in  our  faithless- 
ness, when  we  blindly  suspect  that  every 
circumstance  of  embarrassment,  every  unex- 
pected defeat  of  plans  and  prospects,  which 
appeared  at  first  to  open  before  us  in  the 
very  light  of  heaven,  must  of  necessity  be 
the  result  of  wayAvardness,  or  blunder,  or 
chastening.  When  walking  no  longer  in  the 
power  of  the  Spirit,  we  rashly  rush  forth 
when  we  should  wait,  and  are  supine  when 
we  are  called  to  go  forward  in  the  name  of 
our  Lord.  However  embarrassing  the  posi- 
tion, the  Lord  sees  it,  and  has  foreseen  it. 
One  steadfast  look  towards  him  who  says, 
"  Lo,  I  am  with  you  alway :  "  be  not  dis- 
mayed," raises  the  heart  from  earth  to 
heaven,  and  all  he  asks  is  that  we  should 
trust  him  who  has  declared  that  he  will 
never  break  his  covenant  with  us.     ''  Greater 


WAITING  AFTER  FAILUEE.  161 

love  liafcli  no  man  than  this,  that  a  man  lay 
down  liis  lifo  for  his  friends.  Ye  are  my 
friends  if  ye  do  whatsoever  I  command  you." 
There  is  no  promise  as  regards  circumstancea 
or  their  ultimate  results. 

The  next  day  a  poor,  pale  guest  stood  be- 
fore me  in  my  tiny  room,  breathless  and 
overcome  by  fatigue  and  distress,  grieved  to 
find  his  arrival  had  been  the  cause  of  my 
leaving  the  house.  He  called  at  once  to  ex- 
press his  regret,  and  as  I  gazed  on  that  hag- 
gard face  and  shrunken  form  suddenly 
brought  before  me,  I  could  only  silently 
adore  the  wisdom  which  had  led  me  by 
ways  I  knew  not  to  the  accomplishment  of 
at  least  one  desire  —  testimony  for  my  Lord. 
Touched  by  the  circumstances  of  our  meet- 
ing, the  heart  of  my  visitor  was  subdued, 
and  he  was  willing  to  accept  the  suggestion 
of  the  probably  rapid  and  fatal  termination 
of  his  illness.  The  ice  was  broken.  I  had 
spoken,  and  the  bitterness  of  my  spirit  had 
given  place  to  a  calm,  nay,  even  a  joyful,  ac- 
ceptance of  the  position  so  roughly  assigned 
to  me. 
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But  one  of  the  evils  of  sin,  even  confesrsed 
.and  put  away,  and  therefore  forgiven,-  is  that 
it  is  a  weapon  still  in  the  hands  of  the  arch 
enemy  of  souls,  and  which  he  will  forge  at 
some  day  or  other  for  a  fiery  dart  to  wouiid 
the  heart,  if  for  a  moment  the  believer  holds 
his  shield  of  faith  too  negligently.  Truly 
"  the  fear  of  man  bringeth  a  snare."  It  was 
Peter's  sin  when  he  denied  his  Master ;  but 
oh,  the  pang  that  we  know  by  sympathy  ran 
through  the  ardent-hearted  disciple  when 
the  Lord  tested  him  in  reminding  him  of  his 
unfaithfulness,  and  forgave  him  !  ''  Lovest 
thou  me?  Follow  me."  Ah!  well  may  he 
ask  the  same  question  to-day  of  those  who, 
rejoicing  in  the  sunshine  of  liis  smile,  ex- 
claim, "  Though  all  shall  deny  thee,  yet' will 
not  I."  Yet  the  foremost  in  the  declaration 
that  he  knows  the  Christ,  the  Son  of  the 
Hving  God,  is  the  first  to  deny  him.  "  Lov- 
est thou  me?  Follow  me."*  Here  is  the 
test.  Here  is  the  living  testimony  that  we 
know  him,  that  we  love  him,  through  whom 
we  have  life. 


WAiTIXG   AFTER   FALLUEE.  16S 

I  know  I  loved  Jesus,  but  I  confess  mj 
heart  was  following  afar  off,  or  I  should  have 
heaid  in  the  seemingly  rude  rejection,  "  Fol- 
loAv  me ; "  but  in  the  sudden  tribulation  I 
oidy  saw  the  last  hope  of  retrieving  my 
faithlessness  abruptly  snatched  from  me,  and 
I  myself  no  longer  meet  to  be  used  as  the 
vessel  of  blessing  to  the  soul  over  whom  I 
secretly  wept.  I  would  have  been  content 
to  know  any  other  instrument  used,  but  I 
could  see  none  at  hand,  and  I  must  go. 
That  night  prayer  ceased  to  seem  prayer. 
I  could  not  frame  a  petition  into  words,  and 
doubted  the  tender  consideration  of  him 
whose  arms  were  underneath  me.  Then  I 
thought  he  could  not,  and  would  not,  use  me 
as  his  messenger  of  mercy,  now  I  read  in 
the  wondrous  unfolding  of  his  purposes  of 
love,  "  Be  .stilly  and  hnoiv  that  I  am  God.^'' 

But  light  had  arisen.  I  had  "  seen  the 
Lord  in  the  way,"  and  so,  like  Paul,  1  could 
preach  Jesus  boldly.  I  took  courage,  and 
felt  it  was  a  time  to  act,  and  not  to  succumb. 
I  sought  for  more  suitable  accommodation, 
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and  was  guided  to  a  large  sunny  apartment 
on  the  ground  floor,  and  therefore  more  ac- 
cessible to  the  sick  man,  with  the  same 
pleasant  prospect  of  rock  and  beach  and 
wooded  hills,  that  had  formed  so  agreeable  a 
vista  in  my  first  unpropitious  sojourn. 

Here  our  intercourse  became  more  unin- 
terrupted than  it  could  possibly  have  been 
under  other  circumstances.  The  peculiar 
incidents  attending  our  meeting  gave  me 
perhaps  a  more  patient  listener  than  I  might 
otherwise  have  obtained.  Hecm-ring  to  my 
mention  of  the  possibly  fatal  termination  of 
his  illness,  though  not  shocked,  he  was 
saddened,  and  his  voice  faltered.  Soon  after 
he  rose  to  leave,  before  I  could  speak  more 
directly  on  the  subject  I  had  at  heart ;  but 
he  had  allowed  me  to  tell  him  his  position : 
and  my  bitterness  and  grief  were  gone. 

One  of  those  brilliant  days  that  intervene 
between  an  English  autumn,  with  its  fltful 
brightness,  and  the  early  winter,  found  me 
on  the  rocks  near  my  lodgings.  The  tide 
was  gently  ebbing,  and  the  sunlight  glitter- 
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ing  on  the  tiny  pools  where  the  sea-weed 
floated.  Before  I  had  sat  there  long,  I  was 
joined  by  our  poor  invalid,  with  a  step 
stronger  than  I  had  seen  before,  and  with 
more  hfe  and  animation  in  his  face,  which 
to-day  seemed  brightened  by  the  balmy  and 
refreshing  air.  Revived  by  the  sweet  in- 
fluences around  him,  hope  was  springing  in 
his  breast  —  hope  for  a  longer  day  on  earth, 
which  the  stinguine-hearted  without  an 
eternal  hope  find  it  so  hard  to  lay  down. 
We  spoke  together  as  we  had  never 
spoken  before.  He  had  but  an  imperfect 
knowledge  of  the  truth,  of  the  power  of  the 
blood,  of  the  necessity  of  the  new  life  in 
Christ  Jesus,  the  joy,  and  light,  and  power, 
and  holiness,  springing  only  from  the  Spirit 
of  God.  My  words  were  a  strange  language 
to  him,  and  were  evidently  received  this  day 
with  suspicion  and  irritation.  Good  works 
seemed  his  idea  of  sure  salvation.  "  Good 
works !  "  though  he  did  not  deceive  himself 
that  he  had  any  to  offer  ;  but  "  good  works  " 
he  would  do,  and  so  prepare  for  heaven,  if 
he  must  die. 
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•But  if  he  should  die  before  the  good 
works  were  accompHshed,  what  then  ? 
Nothing  but  the  power  of  the  Holy  Ghost 
can  convince  of  sin  ;  and  the  revelation  of 
Jesus  to  the  soul  shows  man  his  vile  and 
ruined  state.  I  saw  that  the  hope  and  de- 
sire of  life  here  had  damped  the  yearning 
for  heavenly  things.  It  was  evident  that, 
unaccustomed  to  sickness,  and  beholding 
others  raised  from  the  border  of  the  grave, 
he  now  indulged  the  fallacious  hope  of  en- 
tire restoration.  I  dared  not  countenance 
it.  I  felt,  I  knew  there  was  no  hope  ;  I  was 
silent.  That  silence  had  the  effect  which 
my  words  might  have  failed  to  produce. 
He  rose  and  left  me  ;  and  I  thought  I  read 
in  his  countenance  a  determination  to  avoid 
me  in  future  as  a  troubler  of  his  peace. 

It  seemed  such  a  hopeless  task ;  the  time 
so  brief,  the  opportunities  so  few,  that  many 
tears  fell,  and  prayers  rose  for  courage  and 
strength ;  but  for  me  that  night  was  a  night 
of  weeping.  Towards  the  morning  I  slept  ; 
and  by   one   of  those   merciful  visions,  b^ 


WAITING  AFTEK   FAILURE.  1G7 

which   the  Lord    has   so  often  soothed   my 
trouhlecl  soul,  I  was  comforted. " 

In  my  dream  I  seemed  to  wander  alone  in 
a  wintry  scene  in  a  forest ;  the  wind  had 
shaken  dead  branches  from  the  trees;  the 
pathway,  no  broader  than  a  sheep-track, 
was  scarcely  perceptible,  long  grass  and 
leaves  rendered  it  almost  impassable.  The 
dark  clouds  were  heavy  in  the  west,  and  the 
morning  twilight  was  just  trembling  into 
day  ;  the  leafless  underwood  and  ferns  were 
heavy  with  the  dew  that  dropped  like  rain 
from  the  brambles,  where  the  berries  of 
autumn  were  falling  beneath  the  first  frost 
of  winter.  The  sorrow  of  the  night  was 
carried  into  the  dream  of  the  morning ;  all 
was  desolation  within  and  without !  I 
looked  from  the  tangled  pathway,  through 
which  I  vainly  sought  to  make  my  way,  up 
to  the  parting  clouds,  where  the  pale  dawn 
broke  in  a  watery  beam  over  the  bramble- 
bushes.  In  its  light  I  suddenly  beheld  a 
root  of  white  violets  beneath  their  thorny 
bower.     As  I  gazed  in  admiration  at  their 
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loveliness  in  the  midst  of  this  dreariness, 
the  tender  buds,  just  streaked  with  hnes  of 
white,  turned  their  folded  beauty  towards 
me,  and  slowly  blossomed  one  by  one.  I 
bung  delightedly  over  those  fair  spring 
flo^vers,  where  no  hand  could  gather  them, 
asking  myself,  How  came  they  there  ?  An 
angelic  voice  replied  to  my  question  — 

"  It  was  3^our  hand  that  planted  them  !  " 
Comfort  stole  on  my  soul ;  in  the  wintry 
twilight  hope  dawned  upon  me  ;  and  sweeter 
to  me  than  my  heaven-sent  vision  was  the 
word  of  the  Lord  that  came  with  my  wak- 
ing :  "  The  wilderness  and  the  sohtary  place 
shall  be  glad ;  and  the  desert  shall  rejoice, 

and  blossom  as  the  rose the  eyes  of 

the  blind  shall  be  opened,  and  the  ears  of 
the  deaf  shall  be  unstopped."  Isa.  xxxv.  1, 
5.  My  heart  was  at  peace ;  and,  though  I 
might  not  see  it,  my  bread  Avas  cast  upon 
the  waters,  and  I  knew  that  I  should  find  it 
after  many  days. 

Possibly  my  p0()r  invalid  did  not  intend 
to   see   me   again.     Probably,  also,   he   had 
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been  warned  not  to  be  unsettled  or  depressed 
by  my  words ;  for  he  came  not  as  before. 
But  I  could  wait ;  and  thus  see  the  way  of 
the  Lord  through  the  tangled  maze  of  cir- 
cumstance. 

He  Avas  unhappy.  In  his  new  trouble  ana 
perplexity  he  sought  me  for  counsel  and 
sympathy.  His  hope  was  now  for  Christ  in 
his  djdng  hours ;  my  cry  was  for  Jesus 
Christ  to  be  seen  in  his  life,  however  brief, 
that  his  testimony  might  live  to  the  glory  of 
God.  We  parted  to  meet  no  more  on  earth, 
but  with  the  promise  that  he  would  send  for 
me,  should  he  desire  to  see  me  again,  taking 
with  him  my  Bible,  which  was  to  be  returned 
to  me  when  he  had  no  further  use  for  it. 
Two  short  notes  came  to  me,  which  told  me 
what  the  Holy  Spirit  alone  could  rcA^eal  to 
him  —  peace  and  joy  in  believing  —  and 
then  I  received  my  Bible.  Passing  through 
the  fiery  ordeal  of  suffering  of  the  most 
agonizing  description,  peculiar  to  the  disease 
which  had  been  the  messenger  of  the  Lord, 
he  died,  but   not  without  the  testimony  I 
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asked  for.  His  last  day  Avas  passed  in  vocal 
prayer  and  thanksgiving,  ceasing  only  with 
the  final  agony,  when  sweeter  than  the 
sweet  mnsic  of  earthly  voices  came  tlie 
blessed  summons  — 

"  Rise,  He  calleth  thee  I  " 
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Far  upou  a  shining  shore, 
Where  no  noisy  breakers  roar, 
Is  my  home  —  for  evermore. 

Earth's  possessions  lost  their  spell, 
In  the  joy  no  tongue  can  tell, 
When  I  bade  the  world  farewell. 

Bright  the  portion  I  shall  share, 
Fair  the  mansion!  oh,  how  falrl 
For  my  Father  reigneth  there. 

As  the  wild  waves  wander  by. 
Let  me  check  each  rising  sigh, 
lu  my  heart  continually. 

For  I  walk  the  swelling  flood, 
Washed  in  Jesus'  precious  blood. 
And  my  home  —  my  home  with  God! 
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Soul!  bend  meekly  to  thy  cross, 
Counting  all  earth's  gain  as  loss, 
And  her  fairest  treasures  dross. 

Bright,  and  yet  more  clearly,  shine 
Through  the  clouds,  sweet  home  of  mina^ 
Then  no  more  shall  I  repine. 

Jesus  Christ  has  gone  before, 
Christ  the  Way,  the  Light,  the  Door, 
I  enter  —  and  go  out  no  more. 


CHAPTER  VI. 

WAITING  FOR  DELIYEEANCE. 

tHE  best  preparation  for  service  is  the 
knowledge  of  our  own  weakness,  and 
faith  in  the  abnighty  power  of  God.  This 
is  often  attained  through  rough  contact  with 
our  spiritual  i-os,  and  opposition  and  perse- 
cution from  wi'  hout ;  but  it  is  not  always 
learned  on  a  bed  ^f  sickness,  and  not  neces- 
sarily through  a  trial  of  toars. 

There  is  a  slew,  secret,  and  imperceptible 
work  of  the  Holy  Spirit  carried  on  in  the 
waiting  hours  that  seem  to  have  no  object 
but  the  trial  of  patience,  which  so  often 
fails.  I  marvel  that  we  who  have  been  dis- 
ciplined in  the  school  of  God  should  be  sur- 
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prised  at  new  and  unlooked-for  positions, 
where  we  are  entirely  thrown  off  our  own 
resources,  upon  him  whose  resources  are 
i]ifinite,  whose  wisdom  is  unsearchable,  and 
whose  love  is  unfathomable.  We  are  his 
witnesses.  Can  we  decide  where  he  needs 
our  testimony  ?  We  are  his  servants  ;  shall 
we  dictate  to  him  our  work  and  place  of 
service  ?  We  are  his  children ;  shall  we 
doubt  his  purposes  of  love  toward  us  ? 

Waiting  on  him,  we  must  watch  and  let 
our  eyes  observe  his  ways,  looking  off  from 
what  seems  inexplicable  and  dark  in  the 
present,  to  the  faithfulness  of  God  in  the 
past.  Thus  we  shall  learn  to  recognize  a 
Father's  hand  in  training  a  willing  but  igno- 
rant cliild,  who  is  too  frequently  striving  to 
comprehend,  by  his  natural  understanding, 
what  these  things  signify. 

It  is  easy  to  use  the  talents  with  which 
we  are  naturally  endowed ;  but  this  would 
often  elate  us,  so  the  joy  has  to  be  tempered 
witli  trial,  to  make  it  wholesome.  The 
Great  Worlvman  has  his  eye  upon  the  spirit- 
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iial  faculties  of  tlie  inner  man,  disciplining 
patience  until  it  brings  forth  experience,  and 
experience  hope,  that  maketh  not  ashamed. 

AVaitini?  and  watchino:  are  infinitely  more 
productive  of  a  knowledge  of  the  Lord  him- 
self than  any  external  labor  made  ready  to 
our  hands.  To  stay  ourselves  on  God,  we 
must  first  believe  that  he  who  loves  us  and 
orders  all  the  events  of  our  lives,  does  not  at 
any  time  abandon  us  to  be  overruled  by  a 
counter  influence  ;  nor  suffer  his  dear  ser- 
vant, willing  to  be  used  in  his  service  and 
desirous  to  do  his  wdll,  to  be  out  ot  the 
place  designed  for  him. 

We  have  not  now  to  do  with  a  position 
into  which  we  have  backslidden,  nor  one 
into  wdiich  some  careless  walking  or  sudden 
act  of  willfulness  may  have  cast  us  ;  but 
some  unexpected,  unsought,  and,  may-be, 
some  undesirecl  post  to  which  the  providen- 
tial hand  of  the  Lord  has  assigned  his  timid 
but  sincere  follower  —  whose  conscience  may 
be  unjustly  assailed  by  the  adversary,  who 
seeks  to  fret  the  anxious  soul,  and  shako  its 
trust  in  God. 
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The  act  wliicli  we  have  committed  to  the 
Lord,  the  way,  the  time,  is  therefore  scaled 
as  a  command,  and  the  witness  of  the  Spirit 
to  that  effect  is  sooner  or  later  given.  But 
the  act  of  faith  must  be  according  to  the 
law  of  God,  and  not  a  thing  which  imagina- 
tion conceives  in  the  chamber  of  imagery. 

To  follow  the  guidance  of  the  Spirit, 
there  needs  the  simplicity  of  a  child,  and 
the  wisdom  which  cometh  from  above. 

Had  the  army  of  Israel  compassed  the 
city  of  Jericho  ttvice^  or  not  at  all ;  or  had 
they  begun  to  war  according  to  the  manner 
of  human  warfare  with  the  inhabitants  — 
they  would  have  faded ;  or  had  they  chosen 
the  time  that  seemed  most  expedient  to 
them,  and  sallied  forth  at  midnight,  instead 
of  day-dawn ;  or,  in  haste  to  prove  the 
experiment,  had  they  compassed  the  city 
seven  times  on  the  sixth  day  in  place  of  the 
seventh,  they  had  no  promise  of  victory 
The  priests  were  to  be  silent,  no  sword  was 
to  be  drawn,  no  shout  was ,  to  proceed  from 
their  lips,  until   the  downfall   of  the  city. 
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They  triumplied  already  in  the  realization  of 
the  victory  which  was  promised  them  by  the 
Lord  of  hosts. 

So  it  is  to-day.  The  simplicity  of  the 
means  by  which  eventually  the  Lord's  peo- 
ple conquer  excites  the  contempt  and  de- 
rision of  their  foes,  but  they  behold  the 
results,  and  tremble. 

But  should  the  enemies  of  Israel,  looking 
only  on  means,  take  to  themselves  rams'- 
horn  trumpets,  and  expect  a  victory,  they 
would  fail ;  for  the  ark '  of  God  is  not 
among  them,  and  he  has  not  commanded 
success  on  rams '-horns,  but  on  the  faith  and 
obedience  of  a  people  who  have  the  Lord  for 
their  God.  The  victory  was  gained  in  the 
strength  of  the  living  God,  and  it  was  ac- 
complished through  the  meanest  instrumen- 
tality, by  their  obedience. 

A  band  of  men  compassing  a  strong  city 
with  no  other  weapon  than  a  ram's-horn 
seems  an  act  of  folly;  but  God  chose  to 
show  forth  his  power  thus,  and  educate  the 
obedience  of  his  people.     This  was  a  "  good 
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confession  before  many  witnesses,"  and  he 
hath  declared,  "  Whosoever  shall  confess 
me  before  men,  him  shall  the  Son  of  man 
also  confess  before  the  angels  of  God." 
Luke  xii.  8. 

Again :  "  The  Lord  said  unto  Joshua, 
"  Stretch  out  the  spear  which  is  in  thine 
hand  toward  Ai ;  for  I  will  give  it  into 
thine  hand.'  And  Joshua  stretched  out  the 
spear  which  he  had  in  his  hand  toward  the 
city  ....  and  the  ambush  ran  as  soon  as 
he  had  stretched  out  his  hand ;  for  Joshua 
drew  not  his  hand  back  wherewith  he  had 
stretched  out  the  spear,  until  he  had  utterly 
destroyed  all  the  inhabitants  of  Ai."  Had 
Joshua  not  stretched  out  the  spear,  or  had 
he  done  anything  else  which  appeared  to  him 
to  be  more  serviceable  or  more  resembhng 
warfare,  he  would  not  have  triumphed  over 
the  enemies  of  Israel.  It  was  a  testimony  to 
the  power  of  God,  which  the  Lord  belield, 
and  his  entire  reliance  on  him,  who  bade 
him  thus  confess  him,  crowned  the  host  witL 
victory.     Josh.  viii.  18-26. 
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The  dealings  of  the  Lord,  which  seem  so 
mysterious  to  us,  may  he,  and  often  are,  the 
answer  to  some  forgotten  petition  for  spirit- 
ual gifts  or  grace  which  we  have  desired. 

If  we  abide  in  him,  the  Holy  Spirit  will 
direct  our  thoughts  to  do  that  which  he  de- 
sires, and  remembering  his  love  toward  us, 
we  shall  be  seeking  for  strength  to  endure, 
and  light  to  discern,  and  wisdom  to  direct, 
in  a  way  wliich  seems  inexplicable.  If  Avith 
an  impatient  will  we  importune  him  for 
deliverance  before  we  have  accomplished 
that  for  which  we  are  placed  there,  he  may 
grant  it  us  ;  but  oh,  what  knowledge  of  him- 
self and  his  mysteries  we  shall  miss ;  what 
eternal  songs  of  praise  may  we  not  barter  for 
ease  ! 

I  was  recoverin<x  from  an  attack  of  Italian 
fever  when  I  crossed  to  Naples,  and  after  a 
stormy  voyage  I  found  myself,  in  the  sultry 
seasoii  of  July,  in  one  of  the  large  empty 
Jiotels,  where  the  dull  north  rooms,  so 
shunned  at  all  other  seasons,  are  welcome 
refuges  from  the  heat.     Everything  around 
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was  parched,  the  sirocco  blew  furiously  from 
the  African  coast,  and  seemed  to  wither 
everything  over  which  it  passed.  The  laz- 
zaroni  were  still  loitering  about,  but  sight- 
seers there  were  none,  except  a  few  Ameri- 
cans, who,  like  myself,  were  pressing  on  to 
other  places,  and,  unlike  me,  were  sight-see- 
ing, in  defiance  of  the  burning  sun,  that 
seemed  never  to  set  on  the  whitened  stone 
and  the  blue  bay  beneath  our  Avindows. 

Naturally  I  needed  rest,  and  I  felt  it ;  and 
yet  I  was  pressed  in  spirit  to  hasten  my 
departure  towards  the  north.  Much  I 
prayed  to  be  guided,  and  therefore  I  am 
assured  that  I  was  guided.  I  had  not  asked, 
"  ^lake  my  path  pleasant,  and  my  burden 
light,"  but  I  desired  to  know  what  I  should 
do,  and  where  I  should  go,  and  how  I  should 
follow  my  Lord. 

A  servant  whom  I  had  engaged  to  accom- 
pany me  thus  far  was  now  to  leave  me  earlier 
than  I  had  anticipated  ;  and  as  she  was 
quite  useless  to  me,  I  was  thanlvful  that  the 
Lord  liad  so  appointed  it. 
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So  the  second  day  after  my  airival  I  pre- 
pared to  leave,  and  previous  to  the  departure 
of  the  servant,  I  sent  her  to  the  raiway  to 
learn  the  correct  time  of  departure  and  to 
procure  a  time-table.  This  she  told  me  sho 
liad  forgotten ;  but  she  had  the  hour  of  the 
train  best  suited  for  me  the  following  morn- 
ing, and  then  she  went  on  her  way. 

Great  was  my  dismay  to  find  no  such  train 
went  to  the  place  I  wished  to  reach,  and 
there  remained  only  one,  leaving  in  the  af- 
ternoon, which  would  not  arrive  until  late 
at  night. 

To  prolong  my  stay  until  the  following 
day  seemed  impossible.  Every  hour  in  the 
heat  and  glare  of  the  city  was  reducing  the 
little  strength  for  my  still  lengthened  jour- 
ney, and  after  having  prayed  I  felt  con- 
vinced that  I  was  to  leave  at  once  by  the 
afternoon  train,  wliich  was  the  only  one  that 
day. 

As  I  proceeded  on  my  journey,  I  found 
that  T  had  overrated  my  power ;  and  I  often 
pondered  in  my  heart,  whether  my  oum  will, 
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or  the  Spirit  acting  on  it,  brought  me  there  ; 
but  it  always  ended  in  a  consciousness  that 
I  had  sought  Him  who  was  my  guide,  and 
that  I  must  not  weigh  spiritual  blessings  in 
earthly  balances.  Before  I  had  been  many 
hours  on  the  road  I  was  so  exhausted,  that 
when  I  had  to  leave  the  train  for  another,  I 
felt  it  impossible  to  proceed,  and  was  obliged 
to  remain  at  one  of  the  small  stations  long 
before  we  had  reached  the  point  which  I  had 
in  view. 

I  determined  to  get  what  accommodation 
I  could  for  the  night.  In  the  confusion  of 
changing  carriages,  and  taking  in  other  pas 
sengers,  I  could  obtain  no  information  of  an 
hotel.  Every  one  was  occupied  with  his 
own  business,  and  had  no  time  to  answer 
my  inquiries. 

At  last,  in  my  desolation,  I  stood  still  and 
silent,  and  prayed  the  Lord  to  put  kindness 
for  me  into  the  heart  of  some  of  this  crowd 
of  strangers.  And  as  the  Lord  of  the  whole 
earth  is  never  too  much  occupied  to  attend 
to   the  moan  of  his  desolate  ones,   I  had 
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scarcely  breathed  the  cry  for  help  before  he 
answered  me. 

A  porter  looked  at  me  compassionately, 
fetched  me  a  chair,  the  only  one  in  the  lug- 
gage department  (waiting-room  there  was 
none),  and,  with  a  gentle  courtsy  which  I 
have  often  experienced  from  Italians,  he 
bade  me  rest  until  the  train  had  departed, 
when  he  would  speak  to  the  luggage  man- 
ager for  me,  who  would  tell  me  what  was 
best  to  do.  So,  taking  tlie  swift  answer  to 
my  ]orayer  as  a  token  that,  after  all,  I  was  in 
the  way,  I  hfted  up  my  heart  in  praise  to 
Him  whom  I  desired  to  follow,  and  who 
Jiad  never  lost  sight  of  me  in  all  the  dis- 
tracting noise  and  confusion. 

The  train  left.  Many  of  the  officials 
moved  away  to  their  homes ;  for  it  was  one 
of  the  last  night  trains.  Presently  the  lug- 
gage manager,  an  old  officer,  introduced  by 
my  kind  friend  Luigi  the  porter,  came  to- 
wards me.  He  told  me  we  were  more  than 
a  mile  from  the  town,  and  that  he  knew  no 
hotel   where  I  could   lodge,  nor  any  place 
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wliere  I  could  procure  a  bed  for  the  uiglit  ; 
for  he  had  only  lately  arrived,  and  was  a 
stranger  to  the  town.  However,  after  some 
consultation,  a  youth  offered  to  send  me  a 
conveyance,  stating  that  he  knew  where  I 
could  procure  sleeping  accommodation. 

In  half-an-hour  an  old  cabriolet  arrived, 
which  for  antiquity  and  dirt  I  had  never 
seen  equaled,  except  in  some  of  the  waste 
places  of  our  own  country  timber-yards, 
among  carriages  too  far  past  repair  to  be  al- 
lowed a  place  even  in  the  yard.  The  driver 
corresponded  exactly  with  the  vehicle.  One 
of  our  wild  Arabs  of  the  East-end  would 
hardly  compete  with  him.  And  his  shrewd, 
knowing  grin  and  most  perplexing  patois 
rendered  liim  rather  an  object  of  terror  to 
me  than  interest  or  amusement,  as  he  might 
have  been  under  other  circumstances.  How- 
ever, even  this  relief  had  been  procured  at 
the  expense  of  some  extra  time  taken  from 
the  hours  of  rest  of  the  kindly  railway 
officials.  There  was  nothing  else  to  be 
done ;   the  station  was  about  to  be  locked 
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up  ;  so,  gratefully  thanking  them,  and  most 
of  all  the  kind  porter,  whose  words  and 
looks  of  sympathy  I  took  direct  from  the 
liOrd,  I  moimted  my  strange  conve3^ance. 
As  the  manager  assisted  me  to  enter  it,  he 
told  me  to  remember  that  the  house  where  I 
should  sleep  was  opposite  a  large  church, 
adding,  "  You  cannot  mistake  it ;  and  the 
train  leaves  at  seven  in  the  morning." 

I  had  committed  myself  to  Him  who  had 
cared  for  me  hitherto,  and  to  whom  I  had 
made  my  prayer ;  nevertheless,  my  heart 
sank  within  me  when  my  driver  insisted  on 
sharing  his  seat  with  a  companion  whom  he 
found  on  the  way,  and  who  presented  an  ap- 
pearance even  more  starthng  than  his  own. 
IJe  drove  furiously,  and  the  long-legged 
horse,  whose  bones  nearly  protruded  through 
his  skin,  galloped  at  intervals,  when  he  did 
not  entirely  refuse  to  obey  whip  or  voice. 

We  had  left  what  seemed  the  high  road, 
and  we  threaded  the  dark,  narrow  streets  of 
the  town,  the  tall,  black  buildings  throwing 
a  deeper  shadow  from  ihe  hght  of  the  moon. 
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whicli  now  rose,  and  shed  its  silver  glory 
through  the  openings.  In  vain  I  strove  to 
gather  some  idea  of  the  way  I  was  going. 
It  seened  a  maze  of  turnings  and  windings. 

I  felt,  by  the  gestures  of  my  driver  and 
his  companion,  that  their  mirth  was  at  my 
expense,  hut  to  all  my  inquiries,  "  Where 
are  we  going  ?  "  he  only  replied  by  a  fresh 
burst  of  laughter,  and  a  shrewd  sign  to  his 
companion. 

At  last  he  drew  up  at  a  house  in  the 
corner  of  a  triangular  street.  In  face  of  it 
I  saw  a  large  building,  and  the  white  moon- 
light shone  on  its  pinnacles.  I  doubted  not 
that  it  was  the  church  my  good-natured 
friends  had  bade  me  to  discern  as  my  land- 
mark. 

Before  I  could  ask  a  question,  my  wild 
driver  had  carried  my  bag,  with  which  I 
was  unfortunately  encumbered,  into  the 
house,  and  grasping  his  fare,  Avhich  I  had 
prepared  for  him,  he  was  gone,  and  I  was 
alone. 

Certainly  I  have  heard  of,  but  never  have 
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I  witucsiied,  even  in  broad  dajdigiit,  a  place 
so  uninviting  as  that  in  which  T  was  called 
to  pass  the  night.  My  first  impulse  was  to 
return  to  the  station,  and  ask  to  be  allowed 
to  remain  with  the  luggage  till  the  midnight 
train.  But  in  that  case  I  must  leave  what 
was  most  valuable  to  me  in  the  hands  per- 
haps of  thieves.  Moreover,  to  walk  was  im- 
possible, not  a  cabriolet  was  to  be  heard  or 
seen,  and  even  if  I  coidd  reach  it,  the  sta- 
tion was  now  closed  until  after  midnight. 

A  rough-looking  man,  showed  me  my 
room,  which,  for  dirt,  I  had  never  seen 
equaled.  The  door  had  neither  bolt,  bar, 
nor  lock.  My  sickening  disgust  at  all 
around,  my  weariness,  the  excessive  heat  of 
southern  Italy  in  July,  my  long  fast,  and  the 
momentary  terror  that  swept  like  an  ice- 
storm  over  my  sinking  heart,  leave  the  scene 
all  vividly  on  my  mind's  eye. 

I  know  that  many  of  God's  dear  children 
would  have  been  lifted  above  surrounding 
circumstances ;  I  know  that  Paul  and  Silas 
sang  praises  in  their  prison,  and  Peter  slept 
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calmly  and  soundly  in  his  dungeon ;  but  1 
was  neither  Paul  nor  Peter. 

But  the  Lord  had  said  often  to  me, 
"  When  thou  passest  through  the  waters,  1 
will  be  with  thee,  and  through  the  rivers,  they 
shall  not  overflow  thee  ; "  and  protection  in 
the  fiery  furnace  is  as  often  his  way  with  his 
witnesses  as  deliverance  out  of  it.  And  he 
was  with  me.  He  led  my  thoughts  back  to 
the  first  day  that  I  had  sought  his  light  and 
guidance  on  this  journey,  the  difficulties  of 
which  I  could  not  foresee. 

I  counted  the  chimes  from  a  distant  belfry 
as  I  stood  at  the  open  window ;  a  sound  of 
loud  revelry  was  the  only  noise  that  broke 
the  silence  of  the  night  without  —  voices  of 
women  singing,  and  boisterous  laughter. 
The  moonlight  fell  brighter  and  fuller,  and  I 
saw  that  the  building,  which  was  pointed 
out  as  the  church  I  was  to  keep  as  my  land- 
mark, was  a  barrack,  and  I  was  in  a  lodging- 
house  in  its  vicinity. 

I  barricaded  my  door  with  the  old  broken 
chair,  and,  arranging  my  rug  and  shawl  for 
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my  coucli,  I  lay  down  in  utter  exhaustion, 
not  to  sleep,  but  to  wonder  what  it  all  meant. 
I  watched  the  stars  paUng,  and  the  day 
breaking,  and  my  heart  was  comforted.  He 
who  ruled  the  stars  in  their  courses  watched 
over  me,  and  peace  spread  over  my  troubled 
heart ;  and,  like  as  the  still  water  images 
the  light  above,  when  there  is  nothing  be- 
tween it  and  the  heavens,  so  my  heart  could 
respond  to  the  eternal  faithfulness  of  the 
Lord,  who  had  called  me  to  follow  him  in  a 
path  I  knew  not,  but  which  was  all  known 
to  him. 

He  had  seen  me  deceived  by  the  servant 
for  purposes  of  her  own ;  he  had  watched 
over  me,  weary,  and  sinking,  and  sad-hearted 
and  he  saw  my  desire  to  glorify  him  in  trust- 
ing him,  though  my  heart  and  flesh  failed. 

"  I  cried  unto  the  Lord  in  my  trouble, 
and  he  delivered  me  out  of  my  distress," 
but  not  out  of  the  circumstances  which 
seemed  to  hold  me  captive  there  as  securely 
as  Peter  in  his  prison.  The  angel  of  the 
Lord  that  opened  his  door  would  open  mine, 
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and  I  should  go  out  guarded  and  guided  as 
secure  as  he. 

"  I,  even  I,  am  he  that  comforteth  you. 
Who  art  thou,  that  thou  shouldest  be  afraid 
of  a  man  that  shall  be  made  as  grass,  and 
forgettest  the  Lord  thy  Maker,  who  hath 
stretched  forth  the  heavens,  and  laid  the 
foundations  of  the  earth  ?  "  Isa.  li.  12,  13. 

Perhaps  I  had  never  felt,  to  the  same 
extent,  that  I  could  lean  consciously  on  the 
arm  of  the  Lord,  as  during  some  moments 
in  that  lonely  night-watch.  I  say,  some 
moments  ;  for  often  the  hurrying  feet  on  the 
stairs,  and  people  coming  in  and  going  out, 
made  me  start  and  tremble. 

At  last  all  was  silence,  broken  only  by  the 
snore  of  the  sleepers,  in  the  narrow  corridor 
leading  to  my  chamber.  And  then,  looldng 
up  to  the  Lord,  gracious  and  merciful,  I 
prayed,  ''  Lord,  if  this  be  thy  guidance,  I  ask 
thee  to  let  me  see  wherefore  I  am  in  this 
place.  Many  a  time  I  have  prayed  to  trust 
thee ;  now  I  ask  to  see  thee."  Then  there 
came  the  witness  of  the  Spirit  that  my  cry 
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Avas  heard,  and  that  my  prayer  wa^i  answered 
I  was  refreshed,  and  rested,  I  know  not 
how.  God  knows,  who  fed  Ehjah  in  the 
desert. 

So  I  watched  the  sun  rise  over  the  tall 
buildings  and  whitened  streets.  Not  a  per- 
son was  visible  ;  but  as  I  stood  on  my  watch, 
suddenly  I  saw  the  kind  porter  cross  the 
triangle  rapidly.  ^ly  first  impulse  was  to 
endeavor  to  attract  his  attention  and  pray 
him  to  help  me  out  of  this  fearful  place  : 
but  instantly  it  was  repressed.  It  seemed 
that  I  should  thus  distrust  the  power  of  the 
Lord  v/ho  had  so  graciously  assured  me  that 
I  should  see  him. 

The  cool  air  of  the  early  morning,  and, 
more,  the  calm  rest  which  fell  on  my  spirit, 
strengthened  me,  and  putting  on  my  hat  and 
gloves,  I  slowly  descended  the  dark  narrow 
stairs,  and  entered  a  room  on  the  giound- 
floor,  which  gave  evidence  of  the  last  night's 
meal.  The  remains  of  supper  and  drink- 
ing-cups  lay  around,  and  from  several  strange 
sleeping  places  there  were  people  rising 
from  their  slumbers. 
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A  large-headed,  fierce-looking  man,  in  hh 
shirt-sleeves  advanced,  and  demanded  in  an 
insolent  tone  where  I  was  going. 

I  replied,  "  To  the  terminus,"  at  the  sarao 
time  drawing  out  my  purse  to  pay  his  de- 
mands, and  begging  him  to  fetch  me  a  cabri- 
olet. 

"  You  cannot  go  until  you  have  ordered 
your  breakfast,"  he  said,  in  a  peremptory 
tone. 

"  Good,"  I  replied ;  "I  take  milk  and 
bread  only." 

He  bade  a  man  near  fetch  it,  while  evi- 
dently keeping  watch  on  my  movements,  as 
if  suspicious  that  I  should  depart,  and  de- 
fraud him  of  payment. 

"  Why  are  you  going  so  early  ?  "  he  in- 
quired, in  a  blustering  tone. 

I  looked  calmly  in  his  face,  and  replied 
slowly  and  solemnly,  "  My  Master  calls  me." 

"  Who  is  your  Master  ?  "  said  my  host, 
looking  uneasy. 

"  I  replied,  pointing  upwards,  "  ^ly  Mas 
ter  is  my  Lord  and  Saviour  Jesus  Christ." 
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If  the  power  of  that  name  above  all  other 
names  could  give  sight  to  the  blind  and 
strength  to  the  lame,  so  to-day  it  had  not 
lost  the  power  to  awe  the  rude  and  insolent 
man.  He  stared  as  if  an  apparition  had 
suddenly  risen  at  his  feet. 

And  so  I  spoke  of  him  whose  hand  was 
over  me,  and  taking  out  my  Italian  Testa- 
ment, I  read  of  the  condemnation  of  the 
sinner,  and  of  salvation  through  God's  only- 
begotten  Son.     John  iii. 

The  man  stood  aghast ! 

It  was  evident  that  my  words,  imperfect 
as  was  my  Italian,  reached  his  heart.  And 
as  I  proclaimed  the  grace  and  mercy  of  God 
the  Father  in  giving  his  Son,  and  God  the 
Son  in  giving  himself,  to  die  for  ruined, 
guilty  man,  the  Spirit  of  truth  declared, 
"  Thou  art  the  man  !  "  In  that  hour  I  rec- 
ognized the  power  which  is  promised  with 
the  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost  —  the  power 
which  man  shall  not  gainsay  nor  resist. 
Words  came  unsought,  texts  learned  and 
long    forgotten    arose    fresh    in    my  mind. 
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Notwithcjtanding  my  imperfect  knowledge 
of  the  construction  of  the  language,  save 
what  I  had  from  time  to  time  acquired  fiom 
my  Italian  Testament,  I  went  on  to  tell  of 
the  crucified  and  risen  Saviour  as  the  only 
refuge  of  the  sinner  from  eternal  death. 

Another  would  have  framed  better  argu- 
ments. I  lay  no  claim  to  rhetoric.  No 
matter:  God  was  there,  and  the  words 
spoken  for  him  were  arrows  in  his  hand. 

Another  and  another  man  arose  from  un- 
der the  table,  where  they  had  evidently 
slept,  and  listened  as  I  read. 

I  felt  nothing  of  my  strange  position  ;  I 
only  felt  that  I  was  there,  a  witness  for  the 
Lord  God,  who  had  covered  me  with  the 
shadow  of  his  hand,  and  put  his  words  in 
my  inouth. 

At  the  open  door  I  now  saw  a  group  of 
old  women  and  girls  on  their  way  to  the 
fjuntain,  who  had  followed  the  boy  with  his 
jug  of  milk  for  my  breakfast.  But  I  had  no 
need  of  food ;  even  had  it  been  possible  to 
have  partaken  of  it  in  the  dirt  and  confusion 
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around,  I  had  need  of  nothing ;  I  kne\* 
what  it  was  to  have  meat  to  eat  which 
the  world  knoweth  not. 

As  I  re(  all  that  hour,  my  soul  still  sings 
her  song  of  gratitude  and  praise  that  the 
Lord  had  not  looked  upon  my  sinking  faith, 
my  cowardly  heart,  but  on  the  perfect 
obedience  of  his  spotless  One,  my  San  and 
Shield  —  "Behold,  O  God,  our  shield,  and 
look  upon  the  face  of  thine  Anointed." 
Ps.  Ixxxiv.  9.  Here  is  the  refuge  from  the 
storm,  the  shelter  from  the  heat. 

There  was  a  strange  solemnity  in  that 
group.  The  men  seemed  awed ;  there  was 
no  movement,  no  smile,  on  one  of  those 
dark  faces. 

And  now  the  same  cabriolet  made  its  ap- 
pearance at  the  door,  with  an  attendant  sent 
by  the  Idnd  officials  of  the  railway.  I  saw 
that  the  Lord  was  thus  showing  me  that  he 
had  placed  me  on  the  hearts  of  strangers, 
had  I  needed  help  outwardly;  and  that  I 
was  not  ahme,  for  lie  was  with  me. 

In  gathering   my   shawl  around  me,  my 
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Italian  Scriptures,  from  which  I  had  been 
reading,  fell  to  the  ground.  My  rough  land- 
lord picked  it  up,  and,  before  returning  it  to 
me,  he  glanced  at  the  page  with  a  wistful 
eye.  Vc  opened  as  it  fell — "He  that  be- 
lieveth  on  him  is  not  condemned:  but  he 
that  believeth  not  is  condemned  already,  be- 
cause he  hath  not  believed  in  the  name  of 
the  only-begotten  Son  of  God."  John  iii 
18.  I  watched  the  curiosity  evinced  in  his 
countenance  as  he  scanned  leaf  after  leaf, 
and  then,  with-  his  eye  still  on  the  book  that 
had  done  me  good  service,  he  inquired  — 

"Does  this  book  belong  to  the  lady  ?  " 

"  It  was  mine  once ;  it  is  yours  from  this 
moment." 

"  For  me  !  "  exclaimed  the  man  joyfully  : 
"  surely,  really  for  we  /  " 

"  Yes,  for  you,  my  friend,  that  you  may 
remember  the  day  when  the  English  stranger 
came  to  your  house,  sent  of  God,  to  tell  you 
of  the  good  news  of  the  kingdom  of  heaven, 
pardon  and  peace,  which  my  Lord  and 
Saviour  Jesus  Christ,  my  Master,  died  to 
secure  you." 
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Oh,  it  was  worth  many  a  night-watch  in  a 
foreign  land  to  see  the  tears  stand  in  those 
bloodshot  eyes,  and  mark  the  quiver  of 
those  coarse  lips,  that  seemed  long  strangers 
to  an}^  gentle  emotion. 

He  took  the  book  with  reverence  between 
his  folded  hands,  and  pressed  it  to  his 
breast. 

Wliat  grace  is  tliine,  O  Master; 

For  work  so  poor  and  scant! 
How  glorious  is  the  guerdon 

My  loving  Lord  doth  grant  I 
The  willing  heart  thou  gavest, 

And  thy  words  of  love  and  light; 
Oh,  it  is  worth  cross-bearing 

To  wait  for  thee  one  night! 

As  I  went  out,  followed  by  that  strange 
assembly,  I  could  but  mark  that  they  spoke 
one  to  another,  and  evidently  with  interest. 
Each  one  desired  to  offer  me  some  token  of 
respect  and  kindness  in  ready  service.  My 
shawls,  and  bag,  and  personal  luggage,  were 
divided  among  them  to  carry  for  me,  and  my 
host  was  foremost  in  assisting  me  into  the 
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wonderful  veliicle,  which  might  have  been  a 
chariot  with  fleet  steeds  for  all  I  knew ;  for 
my  heart  was  overflowing  with  praise  as  1 
looked  on  that  group,  whom  I  should  be- 
hold no  more  until  we  meet  before  the 
throne  of  God. 

I  reached  the  station,  and  found  that  I 
had  more  than  an  hoiu'  to  wait.  Every- 
where busy  hands  were  at  work ;  luggage 
was  being  weighed,  and  parcels  were  being 
received.  I  was  again  introduced  into  the 
weighing  office,  where  I  found  my  old 
soldier  friend  of  the  night  before,  who  re- 
joiced to  see  me,  and  expressed  his  regret  at 
the  mistake  as  to  my  night's  lodging.  He 
assured  me  that  lie  was  not  aware  of  it  until 
this  morning,  and  that  he  knew  nothing  jf 
the  place  to  which  I  had  been  conducted  by 
the  driver,  as  the  house  to  which  he  had 
been  recommended  he  knew  was  near  a 
la^ge  churcli ;  but  he  himself  was  a  stranger 
to  the  town. 

I  did  not  spend  my  breath  on  the  matter, 
for  I  knew  my  Master  had  sent  me,  and  my 
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work  was  not  yet  done  ;  so  I  offered  liim  a 
portion  of  Scripture,  and  one  to  the  porter. 

Duiing  tins  time  the  secretary  had  ar- 
rived, an  intelligent  young  man,  who  ap 
pearcd  in  everything  greatly  superior  to  his 
position.  His  pen,  as  he  sat  at  the  desk, 
passed  rapidly  over  the  paper  as  I  spoke.  I 
saw  a  smile  spread  over  his  face,  and  once  or 
twice  he  laid  down  his  pen  and  listened. 

I  knew  not  what  to  think.  I  feared  that 
smile  would  mar  my  testimony,  and  influ- 
ence those  men  beneath  him  to  reject  it ;  so 
I  said — 

"  I  fear  my  Italian  is  so  imperfect  that  I 
do  not  convey  all  I  want  to  say." 

On  this  the  old  officer  came  forward  and 
offered  to  translate  for  me,  if  I  would  speak 
in  French.  I  gladly  accepted  his  services. 
Whether  my  words  were  faithfully  rendered, 
T  know  not,  or  whether  it  was  the  Lord's 
will  to  work  with  the  ram's-horn  trumpet,  I 
know  not.  I  lost  all  power,  and  the  sensible 
blessing  with  which  my  own  soul  had 
hitherto  been  sustained. 
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As  I  paused  in  conscious  weakness,  one- 
of  the  porters  exclaimed  — 

"  No,  no ;  speak  on  in  Italian  yourself ; 
we  like  it  better." 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  Lord  to  my  listen- 
ing spirit,  giving  courage  to  the  feeblest 
soldier  he  ever  called  to  the  battle-field,  and 
like  the  telling  of  the  dream  to  the  timorous 
Gideon,  braced  me  again  to  trust  not  in  man^ 
but  in  the  arm  of  the  living  God. 

The  secretary  left  the  place  we  were  in 
for  another  part  of  the  station.  I  watched 
him  as  he  walked  slowly  along.  The  smile, 
which  had  made  me  shrink  for  a  moment 
from  the  sneer  of  man,  was  still  on  his  face. 
I  prayed  that  if  the  Lord  had  anything  to- 
say  to  him,  he  would  graciously  send  him  to 
me  now,  as  I  was  by  this  time  alone.  As  I 
prayed,  he  turned  slowly  round,  and  re 
traced  his  steps  to  the  place  he  had  jus 
quitted;  and  we  stood  face  to  face. 

Pointing  to  the  Gospel  I  held  in  my  hand 
I  said  — 

"  Have   you  found  time   in  joim  life   t 
read  this  blessed  Word  of  God  ?  '* 
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What  was  my  surprise  as,  his  face  bedn 
ing  still  more  brightly,  he  replied,  — 

"  Oh,  yes  !  We  are  not  always  in  the 
confusion  yon  see  us  now.  We  have  not 
many  trains,  and  besides  this,  we  have 
always  two  hours  in  the  day,  which  are  quiet 
hours,  and  then  I  read  my  Bible." 

And  that  smile,  which  had  made  me  fear, 
■expressed  his  joy  to  hear  me  proclaim  the 
Saviour  he  loved. 

"  You  love  the  Lord  Jesuo  ?  "  I  exclaimed, 
delightedly. 

"  Yes,  I  do,"  he  replied ;  "  and  you  have 
shown  me  something  of  hij  new  love." 

I  marveled  that,  losing  Jesus,  he  should 
shrink  from  testimony,  and  I  sr-id  — 

"If  you  love  Jesus,  do  not  be  afraid  to 
witness  for  him,  for  see  what  weak  instru- 
ments he  uses.  You  will  find  manj^  an  open 
door." 

As  if  he  felt  my  thought  a  lictl  t  Kard 
towards  him,  he  drew  nearer,  and  in  i  low 
voice  said  — 

"Speak  low!     I   ara  a  Protestants    »i? 
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name  is  C R .     My  beloved  family, 

perhaps  you  know,  have  suffered  for  the 
truth's  sake."  And  then  in  a  few  words  he 
told  me  of  what  I  knew  already  too  well, 
of  a  fearful  tragedy  that  had  left  a  happv 
home  desolate. 

''  My  brother  !  "  I  could  only  say,  extend- 
ing my  hand,  as  he  finished  the  simple  nar- 
ration of  his  sorrows  for  Christ's  sake,  be- 
fore which  all  my  own  seemed  for  the  mo- 
ment to  sink  into  insignificance. 

"My  sister!"  he  replied,  as  he  clasped 
my  offered  hand  —  grateful  for  the  sympa- 
thy —  and  assured  that  our  Father  had  sent 
me  to  cheer  him  on  his  lonely,  difficult  way. 
I  was  too  absorbed  in  the  wondrous  grace 
and  goodness  of  the  Lord,  which  had  given 
me  to  see  that  he  has  his  own  everywhere, 
and  in  most  unlikely  places,  and  under 
strange  garbs,  and  in  all  foreign  lands  ;  and 
had  shown  me  that,  though  others  may 
know  them  not,  he  knows  them,  and  they 
witness  before  him  a  good  confession ;  al- 
though for  a  little  while  their  lips  may  be 
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sealed,  tlieir  lives,  hid  with  hi.ii,  shall  yet 
speak  for  him. 

As  I  detailed  to  my  new-found  brother  the 
disappointment  and  weariness  which  I  had 
had  to  endure  before  I  could  use  this  waiting 
hour  in  this  strange  place,  he  listened  full 
of  interest  and  amazement,  and  advised  me 
as  to  the  route  which  would  best  suit  my 
little  power,  and  where  to  halt.  My  soul 
was  refreshed  as  when  one  meets  with  a 
spring  in  the  desert  in  the  day  of  drought, 
and  I  was  rested  more  than  if  I  had  reached 
a  comfortable  hotel,  or  even  slept  under  a 
dear  friend's  hospitable  roof.  I  had  rested 
under  the  wings  of  Jehovah.  He  had 
brought  the  blind  by  a  way  that  he  knew 
not,  and  led  me  in  paths  that  I  had  not 
known.  He  had  made  darkness  light  before 
me,  and  crooked  things  straight ;  all  these 
things  liad  he  done  unto  me,  and  not  for- 
saken me.  . 

The  old  officer  and  my  young  brother  and 
Luigi  stood  by  the  carriage  which  I  had 
entered,  until  the  train  was  fairly  in  motion, 
with  many  "last  words  "  to  say. 
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I  scarcely  saw  the  magnificent  scenery 
through  which  we  passed  ;  my  heart  was  in 
that  bright  home  where  the  jewels  of  the 
Lord,  that  have  come  out  of  much  tribula- 
tion, shall  shine  in  his  diadem  of  glory  for 
ever.  And  il  spirit  I  was  lost  in  praise  and 
wonder  of  *i3y  faithful  Lord,  the  God  of 
Jacob,  "  who  answered  me  in  the  day  of  my 
distress,  and  was  with  me  in  the  way  in 
which  I  went."     Gen.  xxxi.  3. 

NIGHT  WATCHES. 

"  Lo,  t/ais  is  our  God;  we  have  waited  for  him,  and  he  will 
save  us;  this  is  the  Lord ;  we  have  waited  for  him,  we  will  be 
glad  and  rejoice  in  his  salvation."  — Isaiah  xxv.  9. 

Fear  not,  then,  O  child  of  heaven. 

Depths  tliat  once  thy  Master  trod. 
Steps  by  which  the  saints  have  lisen 

To  a  fellowship  w  ith  God ; 
But  in  life's  humiliation 

Darkest  dealings  still  adore; 
*    This  shall  he  thy  consolation  — 

Jesus  trod  the  way  before. 

Watching  for  the  light  of  morning, 
Let  us  cheer  the  night  with  song, 
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Till  we  see  the  Lord  returning 
With  his  bright  angelic  throng. 

Praise  shall  flow  in  mute  thanksgiving; 
Praise  shall  swell  each  silent  chord; 

All  our  joy  from  heaven  receiving, 
We  will  ever  praise  the  Lord. 

Then  the  soul  thus  consecrated, 

Grief  to  gladness  all  shall  turn ; 
Shall  we  weep  that  we  have  waited, 

Watching  for  our  Lord's  return? 
When  the  eye  the  faint  dawn  catches, 

Herald  of  "  the  day  "  to  be, 
Shall  we  mourn  these  lone  night  watches. 

Passed  with  thee.  Lord,  only  thee? 
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